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LETTERS 


Tro THE 


LET’S SAVE WELLS-GREY PARK 
FOR THE NEXT GENERATION 


Iam enclosing my renewal and two 
new subscriptions, no gift cards will 
be necessary. I can’t tell you how 
much I have enjoyed your magazine 
over the past three or four years and 
howI have enjoyed watching my local 
freinds discover itiand then subscribe. 

Does British Columbia have such 
athing as a conservation organization 
along the lines of our Sierra Club? If 
so, please let me know who they are 
as I would like to be a memberand 
help in their program. 

I have spent the last six years in 
WellsGrey Park with Ted Helsett and 
have watched the situation there. Un- 
less something is done there soon to 
block road development it will go the 
way of most of our great North Amer- 
ican primitive areas. Until the Cana- 
dian people actually need Wells Grey, 
why not forget about additional roads, 
improve the trails, and hold its prim- 
itive charm for the next generation? 

Yours very truly, 


Maynard Munger. Fresno,Calif. 


reo TO Rs 


WHY ‘‘CARIBOO”’ 
AND NOT ‘‘CARIBOU’’ 


To satisfy my curiosity, canyou 
tell me if any explanation has ever 
been found for the spelling of the word 
*‘Cariboo’’’? 

Bruce Hutchison has a story in 
‘‘The Fraser’’, but I find it unsatisfact- 
ory. 

Hilaire Belloc used the word in one 
of his light verses: 

The big baboon is found upon 
The plains of Cariboo. 

He goes about with nothing on, 

A shocking thing to do. 

But if he dressed respectably 
And let his whiskers grow 

How like the big baboon would be 
To Mr. ----- So-and-so. 

Puzzles me why he wrote ‘‘Cari- 
boo’’ and not the obvious ‘‘Timbuctoo’’. 

Ihave been examining the pamph- 
let, ‘‘PEACE RIVER, A canoe Voyage 
from Hudson’s Bay to the Pacific, by 
the late Sir George Simpson in 1828’’, 
a Journal kept by Archibald MacDonald 
Chief Factor. This journal was pub- 
lished in 1872 under the editorship of 


Malcolm McLeod, with notes and a 
copy of Arrowsmith’s Map of North 
Western Canada, dated 1832. 

Inthe Journal, the writer refers to 
hunting and killing ‘‘cariboo’’, and re- 
fers, too, to a range of mountains, be- 
tween the Peace and the Mackenzie 
Rivers as the ‘‘Cariboo Mountains. ’’ 

In Arrowsmith’s map of 1832 this 
range of mountains is shown with the 
spelling ‘‘Cariboo’’. 

Then, in another book, ‘‘The Land 
of the Muskeg’’, written by H. Somers 
Somerset and published in 1895, there 
are maps of Western Canada and Bri- 
tish Columbia, published by'‘‘The Ed- 
inburgh Geographical Institute’’ which: 
show a range of mountains lying east 
of Quesnel as the ‘‘Cariboo Mount- 
ains. ’’ 

It was from this range, no doubt, 
that the Cariboo got its name. 

The only conclusion that one can 
arrive at is that, until the nineteenth 
century,the spelling of the word ‘‘car- 
iboo’’, as applied to the deer tribe, was 
not firmly established and, for some 
inexplicable reason, the old spelling 
with the double ‘‘o’’ persisted in the 
case of the Cariboo District. 

Yours sincerely, 
Vancouver, B.C. 


UPPER FRASER STERNWHEELERS 


This letter is to ask if I may have 


a copy of the January, 1951, copy of 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 34 


Norman Soars. 


WHISPERING POWER.......- 


No putt-putt drowns out radio here! 

The days of the noisy, putt-putting outboard 
motor are over. You can even tune in your 
favorite programs over the quiet, vibration-free 
hush of the new Evinrude Aquasonic Fleetwin, 
pictured above. This new 7.5 h.p. marvel that 
is bringing a revolutionary new sound to the 
lakes and rivers of the outboarding world — 
Evinrude’s “Whispering Power’, the most im- 
portant advance in outboard motors for many 
years giving you entirely new pleasure and 
quiet appreciation of the Great Outdoors. 

Intensive sonic research started on military 
motors in World War II made this almost noise- 
leas outboard motor possible. The secret is in 
the resilient mountings which pillow the power- 
head and cushion the thrust of the propeller. 
Engine pulsations are soaked up before they 
reach the sounding-board of the hull, and noise 
producing vibration is blocked off at every 
source. New twin-carburetor turbo-silencers are 
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also used to “tune out” higher frequencies that 
might annoy the human ear. 

This is not the whole story of the new Aqua- 
sonic Fleetwin. Outboard, Marine & Manufac- 
turing Co., of Canada, Ltd. intend this 49 lb. 
sensation to be the most advanced outboard 
motor of the coming season. Many important 
features are now to be found in this smooth 
running, dramatically quiet model. 

For the first time in a motor of this size, you 


will enjoy the conveniences of forward-neutral- 
reverse Gearshift the 4-gallon plug-in Cruis-a- 
Day fuel tank; the Evinrude Auto-Lift Hood for 


quick access inside the motor. Roto-Matic 
Twist-Grip Speed Conrtol and the Simplex 
Starter are other features new for 1954. The 
Fleetwin will speed up to 15-17 m.p.h. depend- 
ing on the weight of your boat, yet it trolls as a 
fishing motor should. Popular demand will be 
strong. 


Hoot Owl Hank 


( BIG GAME GUIDE - EXTRA-ORDINARY ) 


By BILLY McNEILL 


Catering to big game hunters has 
been my business for forty-five years. 
In that period of time,I have met many 
types of people. Some good, some bad. 
The majority were good. 

One of the most likeable and out- 
standing characters I shall always 
remember, was Hank. Hank was not a 
hunter. He was just a Square peg ina 
round hole, with the knack of being 
able to get into more trouble than any- 
one I have ever met. 

My first meeting with Hank was on 
September the fifteenth some years 
ago. Big game season opened on Sept- 
ember first, and I was having trouble 
getting competent guides to send with 
my hunting parties when Hank arrived 
with a pack on his back. 

He informedme thathe had heard 
I was short-handed, and I needn’t 
worry any more on that score, as he 
was at present out of employment. 

I soon learned from Hank that he 
had guided big-game hunters in every 
part of the world where game could 
be found, and some places where it 
couldn’t. Hank was a very convincing 
liar and I fell for his eloquent sales- 
talk. 

So I said, ‘‘You’re hired. ”’ 

The first hunters I had booked were 
a party of four from Seattle. Easy 
party to handle, as allthey were inter- 
ested in was moose. 

Hank, together with two other 
guides - one of whom acted as cook - 
left for the Big Eutsuk Lake country. 
In due time they arrived at the hunting 


S  Ablovbasl i = 
ae one this week - door 


grounds and Jack Knox, who was in 
charge of the party wasn’t long in get- 
ting his hunters a moose. It was shot 
about a mile back from the lakeshore 


No trail was blazed to the kill as 
Knox was a good woodsman and knew 
he could retrace his route without any 
trouble. 

Late in the afternoon Jack sug- 
that the head and meat be packed in. 
Shouldering their pack-boards, they 
struck out with Hank in their rear. 

Hank, unable to keep up, suddenly 
discovered he had lost sight of the 
others. He was also alittle hazy as to 
the right direction. As Hank stopped to 
get his bearings, an old hoot-owl 
parked in a tree about a quarter of a 
mile in the opposite direction, hollered 
““Ho-000’’ 

Hank heaved a Sigh of relief and 
yelled, ‘‘Okay, I’m coming, ’’just be- 
fore he arrivedatthe place where he 
figured the sound came from. 

The owl moved back another quar- 
ter and yelled ‘‘Ho-hooo. ”’ 

“Keep your shirt on,’’said Hank, 
**I’m coming. ”’ 


At ten o’clock that night the boys, 
with the aid of gas lanterns, brought 
Hank back to camp. From then on, he 
wes always addressed as Hoot Owl 

ank. 


When the party arrived home after 
a successful hunt, Hank said, ‘‘Bill, 
let’s go out and get a peice of meat 
tomorrow. ’’And in a moment of stu- 
pidity I said ‘‘Okay.’’ 

The following morning, packing a 
tea bucket and lunch, we set off on foot. 

We wandered around over the hills 
for several hours,saw quite afew fresh 
tracks but nothing to shoot at. Twelve 
o’clock rolled around and Hank sug- 
gestedI boil the tea while he climbed 
aridge overlooking the road, to have a 
look around. 

Only a few minutes had elapsed 
when I heard two shots close by. 

Seconds later Hank barged in all 
excited and hollered, ‘‘Got one, Bill. 
Shot him from the top of that ridge 
and he’s lying right on the side of the 
road. Don’t have to pack the meat. ”’ 

Little did Hank realize how true 


that statement was. 

“‘Couldn’t see just how good the 
head is,’’he said, ‘‘as he was behind 
a clump of alders. ’’ 

“Better go and bleed him, ’’I says 
‘and we’ll have lunch later. ”’ 

I grabbed the hunting-knife and took 
the lead. 

“‘Right down behind that clump of 
brush, ’’said Hank. 

Iwas fifty yards ahead when I ar- 
rived at the kill and stopped. And as I 
gazed at the disaster in horror, Hank 
yelled, 

‘‘What kind of a head has he got?’’ 

“Well, ’’I said, ‘‘The head is no- 
thing to blow about, but I think you’ve 
got adamn good set of harness. You’ve 
just shot somebody’s horse with the 
harness on. ”’ 

By this time Hank had arrived. His 
color had faded to a dull white. His 
mouth opened and shut, but no sound 
came forth. 

There was a crackling in the bush 
and a wood-cutter stepped out. Glaring 
at me, he said, ‘‘Who done it?’’ 

I looked at Hank and could see at a 
glance he was in no shape to talk. So 
Isaidto the wood-cutter, ‘‘What in hell 
was that horse doing tied up on the 
road?’’ 

The wood-cutter gave mea wither- 
ing look and replied, ‘‘Horses are often 
associated with roads. They walk on 
?em, and even haul loads. ”’ 

“Okay, ’’says Hank, ‘‘What is he 
worth?’’ 

‘““Well,’’ says the wood-cutter, 
scratching his head, ‘‘When he was 
healthy and getting around under his 
own power he would have brought about 
forty dollars. But in his present con- 
dition I’d say he should bring one hun- 
dred and fifty. ”’ 

““Okay, ’’says Hank, ‘‘I’11 pay it. ”’ 

Not a word was spoken until we 
were almost home, when Hank looked 
at me and said, ‘‘ You didn’t have any 
ideas about blackmail, did you?”’ 

*“No,’’ I said, ‘‘I’ll never tell a 
Soule 

Allcharacters inthis tale are nuts, 


‘and anyone drunk or sober who might 
resemble them is in bad shape. 
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I GUESS I’m the romantic type, 
because, I believe that once a person 
was married, life would be blissful, all 
troubles were over. It is true that some 
Marriages I had seen weren’t of that 
illusive type, but in my optimism I was 
sure mine would be different. As long as 
you were together, I thought weather, 
the wolf at the door and all else would 
cooperate, into making life exciting 
and happy. 

So armed with my impractical ideas, 
I married and went to live in a mining 
camp in Northern B.C., very close to the 
Alaskan border. The camp was twenty 
miles from the nearest town and those 
twenty miles climbed steadily up into 
the mountains; and when the road 
reached the top of one mountain, it sort 
of swerved and found another to climb. 
Those mountains were the huge tower- 
ing impersonal ones. The whole country 
was the rugged kind, where only the 
strong survived and as I was feeling 
weak at the time, it didn’t look any too 
promising for me. 


The Nort 


We arrived in the camp on a rainy 
afternoon, in the month of August, bag 
and baggage. The bunk house and the 
eight cottages of varied sizes that made 
up the camp were unpainted. So the 
aspect wasn’t any too cheerful. Our 
house, that fifty people were after and 
we were the unfortunate ones that drew 
it, was a small one room, two story high 
shack, about nine by twelve. All the 
houses were built two stories high on 
account of the heavy snow fall in the 
winter. In the summer they looked like 
lighthouses, our house more so than the 
others, as it was the smallest in the 
group. 

On entering our new home I was 
rather nonpulsed; there was bright lin- 
oleum on the floor and that was the only 
good feature. It had a stove in it, a huge 
ugly monster, with a hole in the back. 
Cupboards, electricity, running water 
were conspicuous by their absence. The 
same shiplap served for both the interior 
and the exterior. The windows were so 
high, that they served only as means 
of admitting light. Now, I had camped 
in various cabins, but they usually had 
good little stoves, cupboards and a 
creek nearby. But, this set up was be- 
yond me all together. 
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The three-storey bunkhouse in midsummer. 


By RITA ROGERSON 


In a few days the ladies came to call. 
I guess I, as the eighth lady in camp 
was an event; but living under the con- 
ditions I was at the time, was such an 
event to me that I was unconscious of 
anything else. When one of them said 
in a friendly voice, ‘‘I suppose you have 
many plans for your house.’’ I nodded 
my head and smiled, at least that is 
what I hoped I did. Inside my head I 
knew I had no plans, everytime I looked 
around the cabin, my mind went blank, 
not only that, but I felt I was getting 
claustrophobia. Although I knew this 
was only for a year at most, occasionally 
I would torment myself with the 
thought, ‘‘What if this is for the rest 
of my life?’’ 

Patrick set to and built cupboards. 
Gradually the place took on a home 
like appearance. A curtain on a wire 
divided the room into kitchen and bed- 
room. Then I had to get into the routine 
of homekeeper. 

I had taught school before I was mar- 
ried and had always boarded with other 
people. Although, I had always ideas 
about batching, my parents and school 
boards usually dismissed them. So here 
I was on my own at last, and on the 
whole pretty incompetent. 


h And THAT House 


The first task was to make bread. I 
had become at home a prety good cook 
along the cake lines, but the staples of 
life were a mystery to me. After study- 
ing the cook book, I started the sort of 
bread that sits all night. I covered it 
warmly with blankets for the overnight 
part. Then while Pat was at work the 
next day, I coaxed the fire along for the 
big event of cooking the bread. When I 
raised the damper of the stove to bring 
heat to the oven, a cloud of soot descend- 
ed on all my new things. It was either 
bread and soot or no bread. I took the 
bread and soot. I don’t know what hap- 
pened to that bread, instead of rising it 
shrank. After a couple of hours of soot 
flurries, I figured the bread was cook- 
ed. So I took it out of the oven a pale 
yellow. 

At supper time I prduced the bread 
thinking in my innocence that it was a 
success. First I tackled it with a bread 
knife, then Pat took over. The bread 
knife had met its match. I then suggest- 
ed we try the saw or axe. 

Pat looked at me with a worried frown 
and said, ‘‘I thought you said you could 
cook, I’ve never seen worse bread in 


my life. It even smells sour. What ever © 


did you do to it?”’ 


The same bunkhouse in mid-winter, with snow 


‘“What did I do to it? Well, of all the 
nerve! Men!’’ I muttered. I was begin- 
ning to feel pretty angry and had 
thoughts of going home to mama, only 
I couldn’t; because when my friends had 
heard I was going North to live they had 
said, ‘‘three months and you’ll be back, 
fed up with romance and the North.’’ 
So, I just had to stick it out and learn 
how to make bread. 

I made two more batches of bread 
that were frankly awful. Pat gave up 
then and told me to ask the other women 
how they performed the mysterious 
ritual of making the staff of life. So I 
complied and found that they used 
Fleishman’s yeast and made the bread 
in half a day or less. Once again, armed 
with my new knowledge, I made an- 
other batch. Lo and Behold! success at 
last, bread that could be eaten. Pat 
cheered up considerably, when he knew 
that he no longer faced a breadless 
existence. 

Armed with such success, it naturally 
went to my head, so I made my first 
pie. In my opinion, the pie was perfect, 
a regular work of art. I could hardly 
wait until Pat tasted it. When he did, 
he said, ‘‘What’s this?”’ 

‘A pie,’’ I replied. 

“What kind?’’ 

“A pineapple apricot,’’ 
proudly. 

“Ye gods,’’ he said disgustedly. ‘‘I 
like my food simple, these mixtures 
just ruin everything. All I ask for is 
plain and simple food.’’ 

Well I was quite disappointed, and 
figured cooking for Pat was going to be 
a pretty dull existance, with no scope 
for the imagination what-so-ever. After 


I replied 


re aching to the third floor. 


I finished eating the whole pie myself, 
I decided that simple food had its points. 
At the end of a month’s residence in 
our new home the Company put in water 
and a sink, which was quite a help. We 
then received our six month’s winter 
order, which filled our store room to 
capacity. Once a week perishables arr- 
ived from town, so on the whole we 
began to live quite well. Except for the 
odd bit of burning, my cooking became 
quite edible. 
The next obstacle was the gas lamp. 
Somehow during the first month, Jim’s 
shifts worked out so he was around to 
light the gas lamp. Eventually, my turn 
rolled around. Armed with my instruct- 
ions, I took the gas lamp out to the porch 
and proceeded to light it. It was leaking 


and somehow the porch and gas lamp 
would be a mass of flames and I’d be a 
nervous wreck by the time it started to 
go. I never did become familiar enough 
with a gas lamp so that I could light it 
without shaking in the hands and knees 
and expecting to be blown heavenwards 
at any minute. 

Washing. clothes in a tub and wash- 
board was a new experience for me and 
an exhausting one. I’d start about nine 
in the morning and it would be all of 
four in the afternoon before I’d have the 
last article on the line. Then if it was a 
fine day I’d sit in the sun and admire 
my handiwork. The fact that I had done 
so much work filled me with wonder. It 
really wasn’t a wash to admire, as I had 
no knowledge of bleaching and with 
plenty of soot flying around, it became 
greyer and greyer. One day when I told 
one of the ladies that I was sitting there 
admiring my wash, she replied that if 
she were me she’d go and hide until it 
was dry. I decided the time had come to 
seek more information. 

Our next improvement was inside 
plumbing in the basement. It really took 
the edge off our pioneering. 

Around the first of November, my 
father came to visit us for a few days. 
That first evening, one of the men from 
the mine an old timer in the district 
came over to call. In the course of the 
conversation, he mentioned a ninety foot 
snowfall, that was due any day; then he 
said no more cars until next June, only 
the caterpillar pulling a sleigh would be 
our connection with the outside world. 

On retiring that evening there was 
no snow on the ground, when we awoke 
it was up to the floor of the second story. 
Dad couldn’t believe his eyes, neither 
could I for that matter, and as it was 
still snowing, Dad was sure if he didn’t 
leave immediately, he’d be there for the 
winter. So he began making frantic 


continued on page 43 


The winter road, with walls of snow on either side 14 ft. high. 
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Part One Of An Account Of A 1500 Mile Trek Through The Central Interior 


There’s Long, Long, Trail 


By GWEN LEWIS, as related by Mrs. MATHILDA KEALING 


Chapter 1 
PILGRIMS PLAN 


Supper was ready. Placing my 
palms between the dishes, I leaned 
over the oil-cloth covered table, feeling 
its sudden coldness, and _ peered 
through a small opening left in the frost 
covered pane. Somewhere out in the 
darkness my husband was tending the 
stock. The shape of the barn, distorted 
now with its thick blanket of snow, 
loomed only as a slightly darker 
shadow against the heavy mantle of 
night that rested over all. I shivered, 
and turned back to the warmth of the 
kitchen. I removed a pot of beans from 
the oven, and sniffed the sweet aroma 
rising from the crisp brown top and the 
bubbling, juicy centre. 

Beans and potatoes were now the 
main dishes of every meal, and would 
continue to be so throughout the 
winter. I was beginning to hate the 
sight and smell of both. 

We had little choice of anything 
else. The depression of the early 30’s 
had reached the Peace River country 
and clamped its poverty laden grip 
upon the land. There had been no sale 
for grain, and only my stubborn insis- 
tence upon a number of acres being 


Packing up at Pouce Coupe for the start of the long trip. 
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planted to potatoes, had netted us, on 
their sale, with our only revenue for the 
year. Part of this money, in sheer des- 
peration at the mounting wall of debt 
around us, I had secretly buried, in a 
tin can, beside the gate post, for emerg- 
encies. I knew we were already doomed 
to lose the new tractor, and some of our 
second-hand machinery. My hidden 
pittance could save not one piece. 

With a bang, the frosted door 
sprang open. My husband, Fred, enter- 
ed, enveloped in a cloud of cold air 
which shot across the room and curled 
up against the inner wall. Even after 
the door was closed, the fog lay like a 
dissolving wraith about my ankles. 

“Brhh! What a night!’’ Fred ex- 
claimed, shivering. 

As he removed his outer clothing, 
I was jolted into realizing how heavy 
the toll of these last years had been on 
his slight figure; bowing his shoulders, 
and lining his long features with worry. 
Only his merry blue eyes, his high 
white forehead, and his thick unruly 
thatch of brown hair, now freshly 
mussed from dragging off his heavy 
cap, remained unchanged; these, and 
his steadfast, kindly, ever cheerful 
nature. 

Though we were both middle-aged, 


“ 


and grandparents, Time had dealt more 
kindly with myself. I was still as plump, 
my face as round, my eyes as dark, and 
my heavy long hair as black, as ever 
before. 

I filled Fred’s plate, hot from the 
warming oven, with steaming beans, 
and shoved it, almost defiantly, in front 
of him. 

‘‘Well, Marten,’’ he cried jovially, 
as though I’d set a new dish before him. 
‘‘These beans smell delicious.’’ 

I felt ashamed of myself, and left 
unspoken the hot words I was about to 
voice over our meager meal. 

At the sound of scratching in the 
porch, I wrenched the stubborn door 
free of the ice which perpetually form- 
ed along the sill, and called in the dog, 
Brownie. She scampered across the 
room, her ice-encrusted pads slipping 
on the linoleum, and lay down beside 
the stove. She was a small brown collie, 
alert, intelligent, and, at the moment, 
hungry. I set her dish of scraps before 
her and returned to my meal. 

Later, with the dishes done, I re- 
laxed in the rocker with my knitting. 
Suddenly the dog jumped up, and 
dashed, barking, to the door. A voice 
hailed us from without, and in a few 
minutes Fred brought in a visitor. It 
was Jack Kennedy, a wandering cow- 
boy, whose travels had taken him all 
the way from his home in Texas, up to 
the Yukon, and over to the Peace River. 
He was tall, thin, and lanterned-jawed, 
as brown and as tough as rawhide, and 
painfully shy. 

‘Howdy, mam?’’ he said, fumbling 
with his hat. 

I grasped his hand, shook it and 
led him to the stove. 

Like hundreds of hired hands 
throughout the countryside, he had 
been let go from his work near Pouce 
Coupe, and was planning to hit the trail 
again. We unhesitatingly offered him 
shelter for the winter months. 

‘*Besides,’’ Fred insisted, ‘‘I need 
someone to help me patch up that 
wreck of a harness.’’ 

Jack accepted, gratefully. 

As the days passed, Jack overcame 
his initial shyness, and entertained us, 
night after night, with tales of the 
trails he had ridden. 


Whispering Power 


You'll hear everything but the motor. 

World's First 
Motor... 

the fabulous new Johnson 5). 


really QUIET Outboard 


All at once outboard motoring sounds dif- 
ferent. There’s new peace and quiet coming 
your way, for 1954 is the year of the great 
Johnson Sea-Horse 514. Listen to the rush of 
the water behind you, listen to portable radio 
or beautiful serenade, or the small talk of your 
boating partner — you'll hear everything but 
the motor! The sensational new Johnson 51, 
is the world’s first really QUIET outboard motor, 


THERE’S A LONG, LONG TRAIL 


One evening he described a terri- 
tory in Northern B.C., above Hazelton, 
which he had passed through on his 
way to the Yukon; the Groundhog 
country. It was a wild, uninhabited 
land, thick with all types of large game 
animals. These grazed in herds, over 
thousands of rolling acres of bunch- 
grass. It sounded like ideal cattle 
country, and we immediately started 
to dream. 

“Just the place for us all to make 
a fresh start,’’ Fred mused. 

The men spread out a map, and bent 
their heads over it, plotting out the 
shortest possible route. 

It was a long, hazardous trail which 
lay between us and this fabulous sea of 
grass. We were familiar with some 
parts, Jack with others, but most of it. 
was entirely new. It would mean cross- 
ing the Rockies, through the Akie Pass. 
The trail, over fifteen hundreds miles 
long, wound through treacherous mus- 
kegs, over leg - breaking windfall, 
across broad, deep rivers and roaring 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 37 


featuring one of the most impressive advances 
in outboarding history. 

Johnson engineers call it Suspension Drive, 
the climax to all the quieting factors, from 
Underwater Exhaust on, that they have perfect- 
ed to make outboard motoring more enjoyable 
and relaxing. This new method of motor con- 
struction separates the stern bracket from the 
engine, and engine thrust flows to the transom 
of the boat only through resilient mountings or 
cushions. In effect, the boat is isolated from the 
vibration that makes it a sounding board. 
You'll hear and feel the difference, for the 
steering grip will rest in your hand as still as 
a tiller. New resonating-type silencers in the 
air intake and in the exhaust relief supplement 


THE ONLY MOBILE UNIT FOR 


WINTER & SUMMER 


Suspension Drive in damping out at the source 
the sharp explosiveness that was once an in- 
evitable part of outboard motoring. 

It's taking am entirely new Johnson motor 
to introduce Suspension Drive. The 51% hp. 
Sea-Horse, pictured above, is stepped up in 
power, performance, and features over the 
famous Johnson 5. You'll find a host of new 
Conveniences in this 51/,, appearing for the first 
time in a motor so light. Up-and-off Motor Hood 
for complete, fast access into the motor: for- 
ward-neutral-reverse Gear Shift, plug-in Mile 
Master fuel tank, almost 4 gallon capacity: 
Synchro Twist-Grip Speed Control A motor to 
take your breath away... as it takes motor 
noise away. 


OPERATIONS 


USED FOR’ @ POSTAL SERVICE 


) @ AMBULANCE @ WINTER BUSES 


@ DOCTORS @ PROSPECTORS 
e ie ae @ PUBLIC UTILITIES 
FO 
COMPLETE @ SCHOOL. BUSES 
INFORMATION 
WRITE 


SALES LIMITE 


PH. 892761, HANGAR 16, MUNICIPAL 


AIRPORT, EDMONTON, ALBERTA 
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The Second Of Two Articles On B.C.’s Most 


Controversial Game Question 


BRITISH COLUMBIA'S 
MOOSE 
BEING WASTED ! 


By Arthur Downs 


As evidence the guides who oppose 
the cow season cite personal exper - 
ience. ‘‘During the hunting season and 
other times as well we are in the 
woods, ’’they say, ‘‘and since most of 
us also run traplines over our terr- 
tory, we are in a position to know 
whether or not there are too many 
moose.’’ The argument sounds rea- 


sonable,but one question may be asked: 


Is the statement fact or opinion? 

Under ‘‘Evaluation of trapper’s 
estimates’’ a paper issued by the On- 
tario Fish and Wildlife Division has 
this to say aboutthe subject: 

During the last three years Dis- 
tricts were requested to make areport 
of trapline moose estimates. The first 
year that this information was comp- 


Chief point in the controversy centres around the point of whether there is or 
support the present moose population . 


is not - sufficient winter feed to 
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iled it was quite noticeable that trap- 
pers had generally only a poor opinion 
of the number of moose present on 
their traplines. Some of the reasons 
given are...... 5 

Trappers do not cover their en- 
tire trapline but travel on trails. Part 
time trappers especially only cover 
the most easily accessible parts of 
their traplines. 

Trappers’ estimates are biased on 
the high side if the trappers are desir - 
ous of getting an open season because 
they are guiding for big game hunters 
part of the time. 

Certain trappers under-estimate 
the number of moose in their area 
since they don’t want to see the moose 
shot out and fail to understand the prin- 


The opinions expressed in the 
article and letter on these pages 
is not necessarily the opinion of 
the editors or publishers of the 
Northwest Digest. 


Most guides are af the opinion that 
only bull moose should be taken. 


ciples of modern management. ’”’ 

After the war there wascriticism, 
by established guides as wellas others, 
deploring the so-called indiscriminate 
way that guiding licenses were being 
issuedin B. C. The argument was that 
many of the new comers considered 
guiding only as a means to a fast buck 
and their guiding knowledge barely 
went beyond the stage of knowing the 
general area where moose might be 
found. Outdoorsmen such as Eric Col- 
lier and others of his calibre who are 
conservationists first and guides sec- 
ond willhave a close idea about game 
conditions in their territory, but it 
would seem that this doesn’t hold for 
all guides. 

Supposing, however, we agree with 
the guides’ contention that there aren’t 
too many moose and no serious range 
problem. What can the Game Commis- 
sion offer otherwise, and a t the same 
time support its estimate of a B.C. 
moose herd of between 40 - 50,000? 

Moose are not easy to count, but 
the problem is not relative to B.C. 
Game departments of Alaska,Ontario, 
N. W. T., Minnesota, and other states 
have found that the most accurate 
method of counting is by air. To date 
this method has been used twice in 
B.C. 

In March of 1952 the Parks and 
Recreation Division of the B. C. Forest 
Service carried out an aerial moose 
census in the Wells Gray Park. The 
census was directed by R. Y. Edwards 
and his report states, in part: 

‘‘From all these data, the moose 
population in,and immediately adjacent 
to, the park appears to consist of at 
least 2,000 animals, and probably the 
figure is close to 2, 500. 


WA 
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ee at | 
Game Dept. Biologists believe that 
calves can survive our rigorous win- 


ter, even if cows are killed off. 


All the evidence suggests that 
ground work has yielded population 
figures that are too low, and even the 
best ground count in Wells Gray Park 
has been proven too lowby further 
ground work. In the winter 1951-52 
two men moved among the moose herd 
on the winter range for a month and 
saw 514 moose. As soon as migration 
from this range was pronounced and 
the animals were moving west,north, 
and east into higher country these same 
men counted the tracks of moose mov- 
ing northward only. They could count 
for only a portion of the migration 
while snow conditions were suitable, 
yet they counted the tracks of 590 
moose, more than they had seen after 
a month of enthusiastic and conscien- 
tious effort on the main wintering 
grounds. ”’ 

InJanuary and March of this year 
the B.C.Game Commission carried 
out an aerial survey of the Southeast 
Cariboo and part of the report reads: 

‘There are at least 2.5 moose and 
possibly as many as 5.6 moose per 
square mile inthe area bounded by the 
main Cariboo Highway onthe west, the 
foothills of the mountains on the east, 
and the parallel of latitude that cuts 
through Loon Lake on the south. This 
region has an area of approximately 
2,000. square miles and according to 
the above figures contains at least 
5, 000 moose and apossible population 
yi stil. Agro), 

“‘There will be some, ’’the report 
continues, ‘‘who will question the val- 
idity of the conclusions arrived at in 

continued on page 23 


A LETTER TO THE EDITOR 


OPEN SEASON ON BIOLOGISTS 


Dear Sir: 

I have just finished reading Arthur Downs’ article ‘‘Are B.C.’s 
Moose Being Wasted?’’ While the author doesn’t get anywhere so far as 
the argument between the ides and the biologists is concerned, there 
is one statement I would like to call you on. Just where did Downs 
get the figures for the 1952 bull moose kill? He states that in 1952 hunt- 
ers killed 5,400 bulls and between 600 and 800 cows.I do not have the 
figures at hand but I do not think there was ever a year when 5, 400 bulls 
were taken - and certainly not in 1952, when there was an embargo on 
meat going to the U.S.A., and we had very few hunters from the 1U.S8. 
(trophy hunters only). And I am willing to bet (you name the figure) that 
there weren’t half as many bull moose killed in 1952 as Downs claims. 

I know both Hatter and Marten (Game Dept. biologists) - have taken 
them out in my hunting district - and I have never seentwomenwho know 
so little about their business asthese two. Why should a couple of squirts 
just out of the University of B.C. (Martin never saw a live moose till two 
years ago) come up into the Cariboo and tell a thousand old time guides 
and ranchers that they are wrong, 

Ihave been guiding right here for 21 years and at no time have I seen 
cows and calvesas scarceas they are now. Both Hatter and Martin made 
the statement that in the Spring of -52 there were 6-1/2 moose to the 
square mile in this,the Bonaparte, district. At that time there weren’t 
even 2 per square mile. In 1953 they lowered their estimate a bit. But 
right now there isn’t even 1 moose per square mile. 

They both made the statement that a moose calf or a fawn would have 
a better chance of survival through the winter if the mother were killed 
in the fall. That statement is so stupid, it needs no answer. Any ten year 
old kid in the Cariboo knows better than that. And this is just one of the 
mistakes they made. There was atime about 10 years ago when this part 
of theprovince was pretty heavily browsed - but not now. Thereis PLENTY 
of feed for the moose we now have. In the spring of -52 I saw Martin 
driving up the road in his car, counting moose tracks. Every time 
he saw a moose track cross the road he counted 1 moose. At that time 
the moose were down along the river and lakeshore. I was hauling hay 
every day over this same stretch of road (about 5 miles) and I know that 
some nights one moose would wander back and forth across this peice of 
road at least a half a dozen times - but to Martin it meant 6 moose. 

Another place where the biologists get their big count is in the hunt- 
ing report blanks sent out to the guides, to be filled out each day they 
are out. Here is the way it works:-a guide goes out one day and sees 
2 cows and a calf, next day one cow and a calf, next day 3 cows and 2 
calves, next day 2 more cows and 2 calves, next day 2 cows and 1 calf. 
According to his report he has seen ten cows and six calves. What really 
happens is that the guide has been seeing the same 3 or 4 cows and calves 
every day - cows and calves mostly stay put. 


I have 100 square miles of hunting area. According to Pat Martin, I 
have, or had in 1952, 650 moose in my area. That statement is also too 
stupid to call for an answer. If Hatter and Martin would put in a little 
more timetryingtofigure out a remedy for the ticks in the southern dis- 
trict,and do something about making more feed for the moose (every 
guide knows howto do it) they would come nearer to earning their salary. 
But all they.can think of is yell loud and long, ‘‘Kill the cows’’ -(and let 
the calves starve). 


If Commissioners Butler and Cunningham listen to Hatter and Martin 
the moose herds of B.C. will be a thing of the past within a few years. I 
strongly urge every guide to take up the fight against the biologists. If 
we don’t get rid of them, andffast, our guiding business is done for. And 


you can’t make a living trapping anymore. The time to get after Hatter 
and Martin is NOW. 


Jack P. Pack 
LOST VALLEY RANCH, 


70 Mile House, B.C. 
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" TWELVE FOOT DAVIS” 


High on the hill-top that rises 
above the town of Peace River stands 
a lonely grave, marked by a granite 
block carved like a tree-trunk. From 
this vantage-point the onlooker, eight 
hundred feet above the level of the 
Peace River, can see, three miles up 
stream, the junction of the Peace and 
the Smoky Rivers and, on a clear day, 
the site where Alexander Mackenzie 
built his winter-quarters in that 
October of 1792, when he was preparing 
for his history-making voyage across 
the Rockies to the Western Ocean. 

The inscription on the grave-stone 
reads :— 

H. F. DAVIS 
Born in Vermont — 1820 
Died at Slave Lake — 1893 * 
PATHFINDER, PIONEER 
MINER and TRADER 
‘‘He was every man’s friend 
And never locked his cabin door.’’ 

* The date on the grave-stone is incorrect 
Davis died at Slave Lake on September 
13th, 1900. 

This is the last resting place of 
‘““Twelve-Foot Davis’’ who was known 
and ‘‘was every man’s friend’’ from 
Barkerville on the Cariboo to Fort Ver- 
milion, on the lower reaches of the 
Peace River. 

A book published last year in Ed- 
monton is entitled ‘‘The Land of 
Twelve-Foot Davis’’. Written by J. G. 
MacGregor, it presents a very accurate 
and complete history of the Peace 


By Norman Soars 


River Country, but Davis was actually 
better known in the Cariboo, at Barker- 
ville and Fort George, than on the 
Peace. 

Davis was a ‘‘Free Trader’’ in the 
early days of competition to the mon- 
opoly of the Hudson’s Bay Company. 
Leaving Vermont in his youth, he had 
been one of the ‘‘Forty-niners’’ of the 
California gold-rush. When that start- 
ed to die down he followed the lure of 
gold to the Cariboo, where he worked 
first as a baker at Barkerville and Fort 
George. Later, he was employed by 
Dunlevy Brothers to run their northern 
trading posts. 

While at Barkerville he, like every- 
one else there, dabbled in mining and 
prospecting and it was here that he 
staked his fractional mining claim that 
earned him his nick-name and twelve 
thousand dollars. Examining some rich 
claims of Cariboo Cameron’s he decid- 
ed that the stakers had over estimated 
their rights and he staked a twelve- 
foot fraction between two claims. With 
the money he got for this claim, either 
ten or twelve thousand dollars, the 
stories differ, he bought out Dunlevy’s 
northern posts and started in business 
as a ‘‘Free Trader’’ on his own. 

Working north from Fort George, 
he established posts on the west end of 
the portage at the junction of the Pars- 
nip and the Finlay Rivers, at Fort St. 
John, forty-five miles down the Peace 
from the Portage, at Fort Dunvegan, 


Twelve-Foot Davis’ Grave, Peace River, Alberta., Can, 
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Peace River Landing and at Fort Ver- 
milion, some 650 miles down the Peace 
from its head waters at the Finlay 
Forks. 

He was the first man to use the Sum- 
mit Lake and Crooked River route for 
commercial freighting, carrying his 
supplies all the way from Barkerville 
to Fort Vermilion, something over one 
thousand miles. At the Portage, he 
kept his own outfit of pack horses for 
transporting his supplies over the forty- 
five miles of portage trail. He built 
his own boats for use on the Fraser and 
on the Peace, of peculiar design, nar- 
row with pointed ends, suitable for 
the narrow streams which he had to 
navigate. He employed a crew of 
Chinese or, possibly Japanese boat- 
men, according to some old-timers who 
are still living and worked with him on 
the Peace River. 

Davis was quite illiterate and could 
neither read nor write. The story is 
told of him that one winter he was liv- 
ing in a cabin not far from Hudson’s 
Hope. An officer of the Hudson’s Bay 
Company, some ten or twelve miles 
away, feeling lonely, sent Davis a note 
at Christmas time, by Indian runner, 
wishing him the usual compliments of 
the season and a happy new year for 
1892. Davis’ companions happened to 
be away when the note arrived but he, 
thinking that it must be something of 
importance, opened it and studied it 
carefully. 

Since he was unable to read he could 
not make head or tails of it, but he de- 
cided that his correspondent must be ill 
and calling for help. So he parcelled up 
two bottles of whiskey from his scanty 
store and sent them back by the mes- 
senger. 

When his friends returned, a few 
days later, he told them that the Hud- 
son’s Bay Company’s officer was ill 
and had sent for two bottles of whis- 
key, which he had sent, to relieve a 
lonely man in his distress. This was a 
serious matter, so the letter was pro- 
duced and the news broken to Davis 
that his rival was neither ill nor had 
asked for spirits. 

Davis was quite annoyed and ex- 
plained:—‘‘It was that danged ‘2’ set 
me wrong.’’ But to the end of his days 
he felt that he had been cheated out of 
his whiskey and that no man had a 
right to say he was dying when he was 
quite well. 


Possibly it was Davis who was the 
witness in a case that the celebrated 
Judge Begbie was hearing, at Barker- 
ville. 

“Do not prevaricate, Sir!’’ thunder- 
ed the judge to a witness from the min- 
ing fields. ‘‘Can’t help it, Judge’’ said 
the witness. ‘‘Ever since I got kicked 
in the mouth by a mule and my: teeth 
knocked out, I prevaricates all the 
time.”’ 

Whatever may have been Davis’ 
failings, his generosity and kindness 
were well known from the Cariboo to 
Slave Lake and many travellers 
through that country had reason to re- 
member his help. 

Davis’ name is mentioned in the 
writings of several of the travellers of 
those early days who made the peri- 
lous trip up the Peace River, through 
the Pine or Peace Pass to the Fraser 
River. In the fall of 1889 he helped 
Warburton Pike and his party on their 
way and, several weeks later, Pike and 
his men struggled back to Davis’ cabin 
in the last stages of starvation and ex- 
haustion. They had been caught by 
freez-up on the Parnsip River with 
their canoe and, abandoning their dug- 
out, attempted to make their way 
through to Fort McLeod on foot. 

Their last meal was made from a 
soup of the uppers of their moccasins, 
with the scrapings of an abandoned 
flour sack and a solitary mouse that 
they had caught and killed. They 
crawled up the patn from the river to 
Davis’ cabin at Hudson’s Hope, un- 
recognisable scarecrows, to be nursed 
back to health by Barrow, Davis’ as- 
sistant, whom he had left in charge of 
the post. 

In 1893, Somers Somerset and his 
party, with H. B. Round as their guide, 
made their way overland from Dunve- 
gan, through the Pine Pass to the 
Fraser, and he, too, received advice and 
assistance from Twelve-foot Davis. 

(The accompanying sketch of Davis 
is taken from Somerset’s book, ‘‘The 
Land of the Muskeg.’’) 

In 1879 the Rev. Arthur Garrioch 
established the first Anglican mission 
on the Peace, and between 1880 and 
1886, he and Davis seem to have been 
fairly close friends, for Mr. Garrioch 
frequently refers to him in his book of 
reminiscences, mentioning that Davis 
stood as god-father to his child, born 
at Fort Dunvegan. 

But, throughout his book, the Rev. 
Mr. Garrioch always refers to him as 
“Nine Foot Davis’’. 

Since no man can, by taking 
thought, add a cubit to his stature, we 
are left in doubt as to the reason for 
this discrepency. 

Whether it was due to the reverend 
gentleman’s anxiety not to exaggerate, 
or to a lapse of memory, (for he was an 
old man when he wrote the book) or, as 
seems possible, that Davis’ nickname 


was not too firmly established at that 
time, we can never know. 

In any case, Mr. Garrioch insists 
that he was ‘‘Nine Foot Davis’’, while 
all later records refer to him as 
“Twelve Foot Davis’’. 

But neither name appears on his 
gravestone. 

It was Colonel Jim Cornwall, 
‘Peace River Jim,’’ as he was known 
in earlier days, who erected the stone 
that marks Davis’ grave. Cornwall, who 
followed in Davis’ footsteps as a 
pioneer and Free Trader in the Peace 
River country and carried the first gov- 
ernment mail into the Peace, packing it 
on his back over the trail from Lesser 
Slave Lake to the Peace, was a close 
friend of Davis, though there must 
have been a difference of some fifty 
years in their ages. 

Frequently they camped together, 
after leaving Dunvegan, on the hill-top, 
eight hundred feet above the settle- 
ment of Peace River Landing, as it was 
then known, and on his last trip out 
Davis expressed the wish that he might 
be buried there, where he could see the 
meeting place of the Peace and the 
Smoky Rivers. 

He died in the fall of 1900 in his 
tent at Lesser Slave Lake and was 
buried at Buffalo Bay, near Grouard. 

Some years later Cornwall, remem- 
bering his old friend’s wish, had the 
body disinterred and reburied at what 
is today one of the most famed beauty 
spots in the North. 

Below his grave the deep valley of 
the Heart Brook, as David Thompson 
called it, joins the Peace, while far to 
the west extend the fertile farming 
land of the North Peace district. 

And so his body lies there, over- 
looking the scene that he loved and his 
name has become familiar to every 
visitor to the Peace River country, 
while the names of many other pion- 
eers, who lie in unmarked graves, are 
already forgotten. 


“You'll love the cellar folks - it 
can be reached in a jiffy.’' 


‘“*Twelve-Foot Davis’’ 


For Sale! 


Studebaker Commander, with over- 
drive, air conditioning, radio, hill- 
holder and new paint job. In perfect 
condition - full price $1300.00. Can 
be seen at Aurora Auto Court, Clin- 
ton, B.C. For further information - 
write or phone Mrs Wm. Millhouse, 
Aurora Auto Court, Clinton, B.G. 


ROWBOATS - CANOES - LAUNCHES 
SAIL-BOATS 
DESIGNED AND BUILT. TO YOUR REQUIREMENTS 
(Chipman S. Wells, Naval Architect) 


Wells Manufacturing Co. 


PORT ST, JAMES, BRITISH COLUMBIA 


CAMERA PANS 


If you would like us to put your 
name on our FREE MAILING 
LIST fill in this coupon and 
mail to us promptly. 


ADDRESS 


PHOTOLEG 


GUARANTEED PHOTOGRAPHIC SUPPLIES 
787 HORNBY STREET, 
VANCOUVER 1, B.C. 
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Truth Is Stranger Than Fiction 


AtE 


The Editors received this article 
several months ago - but hesitated to 
publishit as a factual article because 
they failedto see how a grizzly could 
put its jaw into a man’s mouth. How- 
ever, the author insists that such was 
the case - so we present it herewith 
a the reader to decide for him- 
self. 


- -- +4 = 


ay With A Grizzly 


By JEAN FE. GRADY 


THE OLD MAN who sat in my kit- 
chen yesterday, with his long legs 
propped up on the kitchen table, re- 
counted once again to my ever-eager 
ears the story of his tangle with a great 
Canadian grizzly. Few men would ever 
tangle with a grizzly at such close 
quarters and live for years after to tell 
the tale. But Frank Kibbee’s story, 
though I have heard him tell it many 


eel size of grizzly’s hes ad and jaws as compared to the (average) man's, 
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times in his matchless way, always 
glows with a newness and leaves one 
breathless with the thrill — the terrible 
thrill that comes with the mere thought 
of contact with an enraged grizzly. 
Even today in this area of B.C., 
grizzly are plentiful. At this particular 
time of year, (August to November), 
any kind of bear is to be found along 
the banks of the rivers, fishing for sal- 
mon which have navigated through 
some of the most treacherous waters 
in the world to reach their spawning 
grounds. It is a most usual sight to 
drift down the Bear River, either in 
the early morning or the evening, and 
at each bend of the river see a bear 
pering into the eddies and expertly 
flipping the maroon-colored salmon out 
on to the bank in anticipation of the 
coming meal. They are almost oblivious 
to the passing of quiet craft. So much 
for the common black bear; but then 
one spots a grizzly fishing with his 
powerful front paws and a sudden rush 
of mingled fear and admiration fills 
even the most fearless breast. 
Immediately the grizzly senses he 
is being watched, he rears up to his 
enormous height, tosses his sensitive 
nose about to find the scent of the in- 
truder, for it is believed that his eye- 


Dear Mr. Sahonovitch, 


Quite some time ago, I sent you a 
short article entitled AT BAY WITH A 
GRIZZLY, concerning the well-known local 
story of Frank Kibbee’s erperience. 

My dad, Bob Barlow, was telling me 
that you hesitated to use it because of 
the part where the grizzly got his lower 
jaw into Kibbee’s mouth and broke his 
jaw and removed most of his teeth. You 
believed, I understand, that this seemed 
an impossibility that might cause a lot 
of controversy in the letter column. This 
is quite possible. Never-the-less, it is a 
true fact. 

Last night, I was honored by a visit 
from Mr. Kibbee, and he regaled us for 
hours with more stories of his life in this 
country. For the benefit of others who had 
not heard his Grizzly story, I asked him to 
tell it, and I listened to it particularly 
closely. And that bear DID get its lower 
jaw into his mouth and crunched him up 
pretty generally. 

I consider most of his tales absolutely 
true. 

Yours truly, 
Jean Grady 


— ET 


HEAP POWERFUL SCOPE 


By JEAN 


The old man who was telling col- 
orful stories one on top of the other 
had spent years as a big game guide 
in this rugged territory of British Col- 
umbia. 

“Wal, Girl,’’he said, ‘‘I’ve_ taken 
lots of rich Americans up them lakes, 
but one particularly stubborn one al- 
ways sticks with me. The biggest blow 
I ever met. Course, you know, I’m an 
American, too, but Icouldn’t be THAT 
kind. Wal, I had my field glasses with 
me-- never went anywheres without 
’em. Best durned glasses ever made. 
And this here American,he had a scope 
with him. 

“He kept braggin’ about that 
*scope,Sayin’ Iought to take a gander 
throughit. But why shouldI,with glass- 
es the like of mine? 

““Every time we camped that dang- 
ed American would whip out that cuss- 
ed ’scope and look up and down a mount - 
ain like he was undressin’ it. He’d see 


BARLOW 


things that I NEVER HAD seen;but I 
knowed he was just tryin’ my curios- 
ity. Yep, I’m an American, too, but I 
couldn’t be like that with a fellow- 
traveller. 

“Tt was cruel.I wantedto look, and 
yet I KNEW I wouldn’t see nothing I 
couldn’t see with my own glasses. 

‘Wal, girl, after one particular 
tough outing, we treated ourselves to 
an extra-strong drink - or two. And 
that’s when it happened! Yes,sir,never 
had any use for liquor since that. Not 
that I refuse it -- you understand? 

Isaid, ‘‘There’s GOTTA be goat up 
on that mountain. ALWAYS see them 
thar.’’ And that danged American, he 
shoved his scope into. my hand in that 


moment of weakness and said, ‘‘Hell,, 
man, have a GOOD look!”’ 


“Wal} girl, I gets down on that 


Long Lake beach on my back with me 
knees up where I could support that 


sight is poor. Somehow the man-scent 
brings rage to his monarchial stance 
and he roars and rakes the air with his 
massive forepaws. Breathes there a 
man who does not want to get out of 
the vicinity and quick — unless he is 
equipped for trophy hunting — and I 
would like to meet him! 

Frank Kibbee tells that it is not only 
man who cowers before the appear- 
ance of this beast, but the lesser species 
of its kind will respect its presence. He 
has seen a grizzly amble down the 
swampy shores of Bear River where 
the common black bear in numbers are 
fishing. In short order they scatter to 
other stretches of the river, for King 
Grizzly, in passing, claims that particu- 
lar fishing area as his alone. 

Frank Kibbee, the narrator of the 
incident under fire, however, came into 
the Cariboo country from Montana in 
1900. He arrived in Quesnel with four 
pack horses and his destination was 
the Bear Lake area, some eighty miles 
due east, where he was to run his own 
trapline. Between then and the day he 
met his grizzly lie a number of gruel- 
ling experiences. But the magnificence 
of this far flung land with its jeweled 
lakes and towering mountains caught 
his heart and held it. 

In June of 1912, he decided to 
marry. There was a girl waiting for him 
in Vancouver, and he left his trapline 
to meet her there for the wedding. 
Friends in the goldmining town of 
Barkerville felt that Frank should be 
taken in hand a little bit and ‘‘spruced 


up’’ for the occasion. They felt he must 
wear a tie — this man who so many 
years before had taken the part of a 
messenger boy in the Custer raid on 
Chief Sitting Bull and his tribe. So 
Frank Kibbee, for the first time in his 
life, relented and allowed a tie to be put 
under his shirt collar. Old timers in 
Barkerville today say that the tie was 
not removed until some minutes after 
the wedding a couple of weeks later, 
because Frank would never have been 
able to re-tie it had he taken it off. 

And so an English girl came back 
to the trapline at Bear Lake in a 
country — as wild as it is now — was 
even wilder then. 

August to October of that year saw 
the salmon fighting back up stream in 
their instinctive cycle — battered, 
bruised and tired, driven by a force 
that gave them no rest till their destin- 
ations were reached, their huge blood- 
red bodies chocking the river channels 
over a period of weeks. September and 
October also saw the foraging grizzly 
come swinging down from the mount- 
ains, for the thought of salmon for food 
was now more wonderful than that of 
beetles, berries and hoary marmots. 

On his travels over his trapline, 
Frank Kibbee picked up the dead fish 
that littered the river banks, filled his 
boat with them and took them to his 
homestead. Here he dug them into the 
plot of ground he used for a garden, for 
there was no such thing as commercial 
fertilizer to be had in these parts, or 
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one-eyed fandangle.’’ The old guide 
was illustrating all this with surpris- 
ing agility. ‘‘And llooked through that 
blasted contraption. 

“Wal, girl, them field glasses of 
mine -- yes sir -- always figured they 
were the best. You know, they were so 
good that when I trained’emon a 
mountain peak ten miles away, they 
brought the goat up so close that all I 
had to do was reach out and cut the 
critter’s throat. 

“But this here ’scope -- well’ I 
couldn’t believe it.I twisted that thing 
to my own eye-shot as I lay there on 
the beach, and you can believe it or not! 
It brought that danged mountain up so 
close, that it toppled over on me and it 
took me THREE WEEKS to get out from 
underneath. That cussed American and 
his ’scope - great guy, though!’’ 
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Tweedsmuir Park 


By WALTER WILSON 


This vast aluminum enterprise of 
Alcan’s is the greatest industrial pos- 
sibility that has been undertaken in 
British Columbia. Its legitimate re- 
sults, when in operation, will materially 
strengthen the basic economy of the 
Province. Already over $160 millions 
has been expended on the project - of 
which the British Government for 
their investors, have contributed $120 
million. 

On a lesser scale but certainly a 
most important matter, economically 
and aesthetically, many millions are 
involved in the clearance of standing 
trees from the perimeters of Tweeds- 
muir Park lakes, nowinprocess of in- 
undation. Since the big dam on the 
Nechako was completed, the waters 
have risennearly 40 feet, and by 1957 
will rise 100 feet more in both Ootsa 
and Whitesail Lakes - the two most 
affected. It may be true that only 2% 
of the Park’s three and one-half mill- 
ion acres will be flooded,but that is an 
incomplete story. The 2% comprises 
the entire and sole reason why the 
area was created a park, 

A great 1500 square mile island, 
anatural sanctuary for wild life, inthe 
middle of the final great inland sea, 
will still rise above the waters. Its 
multiple wild life and infinite beauty 
of virgin lakes, streams, valleys and 
mountains could draw thousands of 
tourists. 

Unfortunately, access may not be 
possible for many decades, however. 
Only if the impenetrable barriers of 
standing, dead-drowned trees, snags 
and debris, lining the shores from 200 
yards to two miles deep, are cleared, 
will its beauty become accessable. 
Once-lovely Stave Lake,dammed 33 
years ago, and many other lakes in 
western Canada,are examples of what 
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we may otherwise, expect - a ghastly 
mess of snags protruding from the 
waters. 

Without clearing, life and limb will 
be endangered, and the expected has 
already happened.Crossing Ootsa Lake 
lately, atimber operator with two wo- 
men and light machinery in a power 
boat, hit a submerged log and capsized. 
The man was thrown clear but the two 
women were trapped under the boat. 
The man swam back, dove twice, and 
rescued both women. He pulled them 
up on the overturned boat, and though 
it was damaged, managed to scull to 
the shore about a mile distant. Fort- 
unately there was no loss of life. The 
machinery was lost. 

At Port Arthur,Ontario,the hydro- 
electric power company dammed 
Current River without clearing the 
timber from the inundated area. Boats 
were being capsized and pierced by 
underwater snags and a number of 
people were drowned.Public indignat- 
ion was aroused and the city forced 
the company to drain the lake, clear 
and burn every vestige of root, tree 
and debris before reclosing the dam. 
This Lake Boulevard is now the main 
attraction of Port Arthur. 

Through the decades, people will 
venture in boats, out through Tweeds- 
muir Park’s forest fringe of deadtrees 
snags and debris.Many, of a certainty, 
will be drowned. No provision however, 
has been made in the great Nechako 
dam for draining, nor a cold-water 
outlet for spawning fish. Clearing the 
fringe is now the only solution. 


The contract which our government 
made does not stipulate that Alcan 
clear the perimeters of the affected 
lakes and it has not been suggested that 
they do so. But the duty remains,and 
the Government, since they assumed 


ie 


‘*Ootsa’’ - one of the lakes being flood, 


the responsibilityhave been requested 
have been requested by many groups 
and individuals to get this work under 
way. There is still time to do much. 

The Park need not be sacrificed. It 
should not be necessary to appeal to 
to the conservationist-minded British 
by many groups and individuals to get 
this work under way. There is still 
time to do much. The Park need not be 
sacrificed. It should not be necessary 
to appeal to the conservationist -mind- 

It is twenty years since the power 
computations inthe Park were worked 
out and completed. Was the Frobisher 
Company allowed achance to bid? And 
why the frantic rush? The Province 
never was in better financial position. 
Years of prior study is given in the 
United States to similar projects and 
every phase studied before damming 
takes place. The Quesnel $9 million 
project of our Government will not 
start for still another year. 

Atthe same time, representatives 
of Alcan appear to indicate opposition 
oftheir Companyto clearing the peri- 
meters. They magnify the cost excess- 
ively - their latest statement being 
$40 million - minimize the timber 
and aesthetic loss andignore the min- 
ing possibilities. It is difficult to 
understand their attitude, for the 
clearing ofthe shore fringe would not 


interfere with or retard progress of 
their work in any way. 


It would also be of immense adv- 
antage to Alcan were the shores 
cleared. At Sugar Lake, out from Ver- 
non, the B.C. Power Commission em- 
ploys divers throughout the year to 
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Smokey - The Equine Clown 


By MRS. JOHN KARNOWSKY 


One time, whenI was living at home 
my folks suddenly became very ex- 


cited. They’d heard where there was 
a long two year old colt for sale for 


only forty dollars. That was a price 
within our means, so we all jumped 
inthe family car and raced to see the 
colt. 

There were several horses in the 
corralout at the old meat plant so we 
had to hunt someone to show us which 
horse it was. They were glad to do it 
and went out of their way to show us 
how gentle he was. No getting around 
it though he was as gentle as could be. 
Of course we all fell in love with him 
and we decided to buy him. 

He was a long-backed critter with 
a cute colt head and very bushy mane 
andtail. His head washis only pretty 
part ashe was so long for his height. 

We christened him Smoky as he was 
black with a white spot on his forehead 
When he was foaled he’d been gray, 
the next winter he turned brown and 
the next one he became black. We 
hoped he’d stay black, which he did. 

I hadthe distinction of being chosen 
to ride out to get Smokey. He didn’t 
rein much but was so gentle that there 
was nothing to worry about. 

He soon became the biggest baby 
imaginable. His taste for varities of 
foodranged from caketo onions, pan- 
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cakes being his favorite delicacy. 

His favorite sport was picking on 
the other horses and tease them into 
fighting, that accomplished he usually 
won after much clowning. He always 
put on a good show. But he developed 
into a good cow-horse, learning to 
rein and stop quickly and later was 
used as a rope horse. 

Our pasture was a share pasture 
where people could keep cows or 
horses as long as they wished. There 
was a fair sized swamp in this pas- 
ture which by July and August dried 
to a niceblack sticky mud. This was 
just right for Smokey who loved to 
roll in it so that he could have the 
hose put on him, we got as wet as he 
inthe process of washing him, as he 
clowned like a kid. Tumbleweeds and 
any variety of sticks, paper, cats, 
dogs, chickens and even the pigs were 
the butt of his mischieviousness. 


That his end was tragic we had 
somehow expected. One morning he 
was not with the other horses when 
my father went to bring them in. He 
searched for Smokey and found that 
hadtriedto walk a cattle guard anda 
broken leg was the result. We were 
toe cen civilization so he had to be 
shot. 
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Heroine With Claws 


Kat purred with contentment.It was 
a cozy evening. The oil lamp shed a 
soft glow in the cabin. The man was 
reading, the kettle was bubbling, there 
was asaucer of milk on the floor. Kat 
leaped gracefully to Wade Morgan’s 
shoulder, rubbed against his neck and 
settled herself to wash. 

Washing was a never-ending task 
and one in which she took infinite pains. 
Starting with her face, she washed the 
grey patch over her left eye and 
scrubbed the other side until it was 
spotlessly white. Then she tidied her 
white chest and flanks. Her grey tail 
took the most time. It was such a long 
tail andforever gettingfull of burrs, 
slivers and sometimes even pitch. Kat 
really envied the dog, Nero, his short 
stubby tail. 

Morgan reached up and stroked 
Kat. Atthis gesture of affection Nero, 
who was lying on his own private mat, 
arose, yawned, shook himself and 
clicked across the floor. He bunted 
Morgan’s leg gently with his nose, Then 
he sat down and fixed his mournful 
brown eyes on Morgan’s face. Kat 
curled her tail around her nose and 
pretended to sleep until the dog re- 
turned to his mat. 

Then she jumped down and stalked 
majestically across the floor. But she 
stopped when she got to the mat. She 
knew just how far she could go. Several 
months before she had, in a moment of 
kittenish abandon, actually stepped on 
the mat and patted Nero’s nose with 
her paw. 

Now Nero was a peaceful animal. 
His three years since puppyhood had 
been spent in the mountains, following 
the man about in his work of prospect- 
ing and trapping. In all that time Nero 
had neither hurt anything nor been 
hurt. But something about being awak- 
ened by a kittenish paw slapping him 
on the nose had offended his dignity. 
He had leapt to his feet, grabbed the 
astonished Kat in his great jaws, 
trotted outside and deposited her, not 
ungently, on the woodpile. 

Since that time he had maintained 
his ‘cats-off’ policy with regard to his 
mat, but the forbidden ground was ever 
intriguing to Kat. She moved as close 
to the mat as was normally safe, 
stretched herself to her full length, 
extended one dainty paw and touched 
the mat. 
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‘with amazement. 


By F.W. LINDSAY 


No good. One of Nero’s eyes opened 
and then the other. He wrinkled his 
brow, considered Kat closely, growled 
a muffled warning, yawned, closed his 
eyes and was once more snoring. 

Kat withdrew and walked to the 
door. She sniffed the crack beneath it 
with interest. Strange Smells came 
under that crack from time to time. 
Tonight, she had a premonition that 
something was going to happen. 

‘‘Perrtt?’’ she looked questioning- 
ly at Morgan. 

“Too late to go out, Kat, ’’he told 
her. ‘‘Bedtime.’’ He scooped herup 
and tossedher onto his sleeping-bag. 

The next morning was much the 
Same as any other. Kat had drunk a 
saucerful of milk and washed herself 
thoroughly before Nero awoke. His 
awakening was a somewhat cumber- 
some process. Kat always watched it 
First he snorted. 
Then he opened both eyes wide and 
gave the interior of the cabin acareful 
scrutiny,as though expecting it to have 
changed during the night. Next he licked 
his front paws, going ‘slurp, slurp, 
slurp.’ Kat was scornful of his tech- 
nique. She coulddo the same job her- 
self in half the time with absolutely no 
noise. 

Then Nero sat up and scratched his 
sides. ‘Bingety, bingety bang’ went his 
hind foot. He scratched his neck and 
then his ears. Finally he shook him- 
self. Shaking was a major operation 
which caused the whole earth to trem- 
ble. And then came the dish inspection. 
He always cleaned his supper up the 
night before, but every morning he 
trotted to his dish and sniffed at it 
hopefully. This morning he licked it 
clear across the floor until Morgan 
took pity on him and gave him a most 
unappetising peice of toast which he 
crunched noisily. 

Then, when Morgan had apparently 
settled himself for the morning at the 
woodpile, Nero sauntered off, with the 
conscious pride of a full-grown aire- 
dale who worships only one man-god 
and calls nothing on earth, save that 
man-god, master. 


Kat waited until Nero had vanished - 


and then she setoutto follow him. He 
took a definite trail each morning, 
visiting certain stumps, trees and 
bushes. He was very secretive about 
his bone-burying ground, a small wild 


meadow in an alder grove. Kat was 
Sure he didn’t know that she watched 
him every morning, inspecting his 
private larder. When he arrived at his 
bone yardthis morning, she was there 
ahead of him,ambushed in her favorite 
alder. 

As he proceeded with his excavat- 
ions, something on the lee side of the 
meadow attracted Kat. One shadow 
moved of its own volition. She crouched 
low on the alder branch. Her yellowish 
eyes slitted with concentration. Her 
tail twitched slowly. The shadow dark- 
ened and developed form. Silently it 
moved out of the underbrush to the 
very edge of the clearing. It was, Kat 
saw, an enormous dog. 

Slowly,almost casually,Nero turn- 
ed his shaggy head toward the stran- 
ger. For amoment his fuzzy forehead 
wrinkled in puzzlement.It was the first 
wolf he had ever seen, but his hackle 
rose instinctively. 

The wolf smiled. At least it app- 
eared to Kat that it was smiling. One 
side of its mouth lifted,exposing a huge 
fang.The animal was nearly pure black 
and three times as big as Nero. Its 
bushy tail was held half-curled. Above 
each eye, a half-moon crest gave the 
monster a rake-hell appearance. It 
was a killer. 

Slowly, daintily, the huge beast ad- 
vanced into the clearing. A sneering 
whine rose from its throat.It came 
close to Nero and stood waiting, dar- 
ing the smaller animal to attack. 

Nero’s head lowered, his neck 
stretched outwards. Along his back- 
bone the hair stood erect. This was his 
fighting stance. His was the technique 
of steady, straightforward advance.He 
moved one forefoot slowly, eyeing the 
wolf carefully. Inch by inch he moved 
the other forefoot.His flanks trembled. 

Then, with adeep-throated roar,he 
rushed the wolf. Like a woodland ballet 
dancer, the wolf shifted, moving as 
rapidly as Kat’s eyes could follow. His 
was the slash and retreat method. He 
raked Nero down the flank, drawing 
first blood. 

There was death in the air. Kat could 
sense it. This was a battle between a 
rapier and a club. Between terrible 
cunning and stolid refusal to yeild. 
The air filled with snarls, whines and 
yelps. Back and forth they went. Nero 
had secured one hold on the wolf’s 


foreleg. The wolf rewarded him with 
a gash on the neck. 

First to one side of the clearing 
they fought and then to the other. The 
ground became churned with blood. 
It couldn’t last long. The wolf was twice 
as savage as the good natured airedale. 
But what the airedale lacked in sav- 
agery,he made up for in stolidity. Even 
so, Nero’s sixty-odd pounds were in- 
sufficient to throw the vast bulk of the 
black Siberian wolf off balance. 

Inexorably the wolf wore Nero 
down.He was merely playing with the 
dog now. This was just a nice workout 
and, all things considered, he was get- 
ting off practically scott free. He back- 
ed his smaller adversary towards an 
alder tree. He was ready for the kill. 

Kat’s whole body trembled and then 
froze into rigidity. Her tail twitched 
violently and was still. She waited, 
ears flattened, eyes blazing. 

The struggling animals were close 
beneath her now. She could look down 
upon them. She inched forward along 
the limb. Suddenly, spitting and snarl- 
ing like the furies of hell, she plum- 
meted down. 

The wolf’s keen ears detected the 
new sound above the noise of the fight. 
As it snapped a look upwards, some- 
thing struck it inthe face, a something 
that spit and bit and scratched, raking 
the wolf’s eyes with blinding pain. 

In the urgency of this new threat, 
the wolf relaxed its hold upon Nero. 
In that split second, the airedale had 
the wolf by the throat and his teeth 
closed on the jugular vein.Once, twice, 
he shook his head. Blood spurted from 
the severed vein. And then, quite un- 
necessarily, ashot rang out. The body 
of the wolf shuddered to the impact of 
a .303 slug. It trembled, sank to the 
ground and lay still. 

“Great balls of fire!’’ It was Mor- 
gan’s voice. There was a sob in it. He 
sank to his knees beside the much 
chewed and sorely winded Nero. 

““Good old man, ’’ he repeated over 
and over, ‘‘good old man. ’’ 


The village gossip, Elvina Tobber, has a mouth 
that works faster than her brain. She says things 
she hasn't even thought of yet. 


* 
Trouble with whisky is you take a drink and 
it makes a new man of you...then the new 


man has to have a drink. 


Then he picked Nero up and carried 
him back tothe cabin with Kat leading 
the way, her tail a triumphant banner. 
When he got him home, Morgan bathed 
Nero’s wounds,shaved off the bloodied 
hair and poured diluted iodine into the 
gashes. 

Kat sat quietly beside them, washing 
herself thoroughly. Finally Morgan 
opened acan of condensed milk, poured 
a full saucer of the thick liquid and 
placed it on the floor. 

“Kat, ’’he said, stroking her head, 
‘““mug up, Kat. ”’ 

As night closed down there was a 
hint of frost in the air.Morgan had 
shot three grouse and Kat had eaten a 
slice of breast fried in butter....a 
truly superb supper.Her sides swollen 
with good living, she purred happily 
on the man’s shoulder. 

Nero, on his mat, snored, whined 
and re-fought the battle of the morning. 
Occasionally he would growl or yelp 
and once he barked so violently that 
he woke himself and gazed quizzically 
at Morgan, as though asking why he 
had been disturbed. 

Kat jumped to the floor and sat 
watching the dog solemnly for a long 
while. Presently she looked up at Mor- 


“Pewurrt, pewurrt?’’ she said. 

“You can try, Kat,’’he shrugged, 
‘‘but remember last time. ’’ 

She stretched to her full length 
and tapped the mat gently with a soft 
paw. Nothing happened. Nothing at all. 
Cautiously she advanced to the very 
edge of the mat. Reaching out one paw 
she touched Nero’s nose in the smooth- 
est of caresses. He opened one eye, 
yawned, andhis stubby tail thumped a 
welcome. 

Kat stepped boldly onto the mat and 
rubbed against the dog. Then turning 
around three times, she settled herself 
beside him and clawed her toes rythm - 
ically in the thick felt. Nero whined 
once uncertainly and trembled. Then 
sighing in utter resignation, he closed 
his eyes and commenced to snore. 


They say that Ez Tike'’s son is so dumb that 
when he won his letter at college somebody 
had to read it to him. 


* 


Seems like too many folks are conducting 
their lives on the cafeteria plan... self- 
service only. 
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Bill and Me 


By 


I WAS DOWN AT UNCLE Henry’s 
place on Lulu Island telling him about 
our moose hunting trip in the Cariboo 
when this large unpleasant looking 
old horse comes upand blows its nose 
in my ear. 

Well the old man laughed so hard 
I thought he was goin’ to blow the 
stitches on a five year old appendix 
operation. 

He was still whacking his head on 
his knee and cryin’ when he pulls me 
out of the manure heap. 

‘‘What’s the matter Bert, ’’ he says 
to me, ‘‘Did you think it was a moose 
comin’ up behind you. ”’ 

‘‘Not at all, Uncle Henry, ’’I says, 
“I thought it was something a lot 
worse. WhenI turned around and saw 
the faceful of whiskers and bad breath 
I thought it was early morning in the 
Cariboo and that I was looking across 
and seein’ Bill O’Brien pull his head 
out of his sleeping bag. 

Billwas a great believer in gettin’ 
up ahead of the moose,’’ I says, 
‘Every morning just about the time 
the moon was high in the sky Bill 
would poke his head out of the sleep- 
ing bag and shout ‘‘Wakee, wakee, 
rise and shine. ”’ 

Seventeen coyotes would start to 
howl and sometimes you’d hear a loud 
bump that meant some surprised 
grouse had fallen out of its perch. By 
the time I was out of my sleeping bag 
trying to find what remained of my 
sox in the ashes of the fire’ there 
would be a loud snore comin’ from 
Bill’s bag. 

From then until about an hour after 
sunrise my time would be taken up 
trying to start a fire out of green 
spruce, picking jackpine needles out 
of the bacon and shakin’ Bill by the 
shoulder and yodelling‘‘wakee, wakee, 
rise and shine. I tell you Uncle Henry 
a man’s physique can only take so 
much of that kind of thine in the early 
mornings before the Swiss bellringers 
start working inside his brain and the 
little men in white have to strap him 
into a pair of canvas pajamas. ”’ 

‘Things did not fare well on this 
moose hunting trip?’’ asks Uncle 


nry. 
‘‘Things fared very well, ’’ I says 


“Except that I spent a month’s pay, 
that I lost my glasses in a creek and 
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PAUL ST. PIERRE 


my car’s oil pan in a mudhole. that I 
cannot wear my normal size shoes yet 
and that my family does not like 
moosemeat. 

‘‘This trip, ’’ Isays, ‘‘has provided 
me withtwo large mysteries to figure 
out, one is why Bill O’Brien, who 
makes his living selling real estate on 
Howe Street, thinks he is an outdoors- 
man and why a guy like me believes 
that a guy like Bill is an outdoors- 
man. 

‘‘We are half way up the Cariboo 
and I am duck diving into the luggage 
in the back seat in search of lunch 
(whichis acan of cold pork and beans) 
when I observe there is no tent. 
‘Where, ’’’ saysIto Bill, ‘‘are we go- 
ing to sleep?’’ 

‘‘We will sleep like our fore- 
fathers,’’ Bill says, ‘‘like the pion- 
eers, under the wide and starry skies 
with the pines murmuring overhead. ’’ 

As it turns out Bill starts mur- 
muring himself pretty soon because 
I can’t find a can opener so we pion- 
eers of the open sky do not get any 
dinner until we get to Williams Lake. 

At Williams Lake we visit a hotel 
called the Maple Leaf where a large 
Stetson hat is standingbehind the suds 
counter. Under the stetson is a guy 
named Buck Benny Abbott, drowning 
his sorrows in ginger ale with seven- 
up chasers. ‘‘Moose?’’ he says as he 
looks at us. 

‘‘Kinsmen’s, ’’ I says. 

**Yes,’’ says Bill, ‘‘We thought 
we’d like to knock over a good sized 
buck back in the Chilcotin, ’’ he says. 

‘‘We use the term bull for moose 
up here, ’”’ says Buck gently. I didn’t 
realize at the time how right he was. 

‘‘Who’s your guide, ’’ says Buck. 

Bill smiles, mysterious like. 

“I hardly think that will be nec- 
essary,’’ says Billwith a small aris- 
tocratic smile breaking the breakfast 
egg at the corners of his mouth. 
‘‘Cariboo guides, ’’ he says, ‘‘are no- 
torious for leading hunters off into 
the bush for days at a time and not 
providing them a single shot. ’’ 

Buck starts to say that Cariboo 
moose are notorious for the same 
but Bill has darted out the door in 
search of a can opener. This is one 
of our outstanding pieces of pioneer - 
ing during the trip. 


We are bouncing past the biggest 
dam hunks of pastureland I ever seen 
in my life when it starts to rain. 
‘What are we going to do to keep from 
washing down tothe Chilcotin river in 
our sleepin’ bags Bill, ’’ I says. 

Bill wets his finger and pokes it 
out the car door, a procedure which 
proves apparently that we are driving 
forward at arate of 25 miles an hour. 

‘‘Heat showers ”’ he says,’’‘‘Be 


over by the time we’re bedded down 
in Big Creek. ”’ 

“Twillnot elaborate on this Uncle 
Henry,’’ I says, ‘‘beyond saying that 
when we woke up next morning at Big 
Creek they was four inches of snow 
on the ground. ’’ 

‘Superb for tracking, ’’ yells Bill 
and hurls himself off in the jackpines. 
‘‘The animals will be here, ’’ he says 
‘‘taking shelter from the snow. ’’ 

“Tf the animals feel like I do ”’ I 
says, ‘“‘they will be making tracks 
straight for Granville street and for 
my money we would be ahead of the 
game totry to head them off at Lytton. ”’ 

All that day we wander around in 
jackpines thick as the grass on the 
lawn and 12 feet high. There is four 
inches of snow on the jackpines too 
and it is not until late in the after- 
noon that we discovered that the sun 
has been out for several hours up top. 
Up to this point we have seen half a 
dozen grouse, three squirrels anda 
coyote whichI took to be some neigh- 
bor’s dog and tried to feed my sand- 
wiches to. It refused the sandwiches. 
ae you cannot blame any animal for 
that. 

Next day we strike off to the poplar 
patches, hoping to catch a moose at 
dinner. Bill is vastly encouraged by 
the fact that large numbers of animals 
have been chewing at these trees. 

‘‘Voracious creatures, ’’ he says, 
‘‘you will note they have gnawed some 
of these poplars allthe way through. ’’ 

‘*Excuse me, ’’I says, ‘‘but if you 
willcast your eye at that slough over 
there you will see one of your moose 
carryin’ off one of these poplars to 
build his house with,’’ I says ‘‘look- 
in’ just like he does on the back of the 
Canadian nickel. ’’ 

‘‘Ha, ha,’’ says Bill ‘well the 
joke is on us, I guess.’’ 

“The joke, ’’ I says, ‘‘is on the: 


beaver which we have been chasing off 
the job allday, I think there is some- 
thing in the game regulations about 
disturbin’ beaver plantations. ”’ 

The next day we wander round 
those enormous fields where the Chil- 
cotin people grow beef. Three horses 
follow us around allday. I do not know 
if they was curious or just cautious. 
They stayed just behind us all the 
time. 

We pioneers of the open sky are 
now downto our last can of beans and 
since we lost the can opener the first 
night, there is considerable wastage 
when we open one with a dull, double- 
bitted axe. Through some misunder - 
standing on the part of the wife I for- 
got to bring salt or flour. 

The fourth day we go into the 
jackpines. the fifth day we go into 
the poplars. The sixth day I am going 
into a coma. 

‘*Bill, ’? Isays, ‘‘let’s hire a guide. ’’ 

‘‘Never,’’ he says, ‘‘what would 
our wives say. ”’ 

“‘T am just thinking of what our 
wives are going to say,’’ says I. Bill 
is looking at his last pair of sox which 
have the appearance of a pair of spats 
A coyote off somewhere in the bush 
is finding this highly amusing. 

It is not more than five miles and 
45 minutes later that we drive into 
Mark Hugo’s place on Mons Lake. 

They is about 12 dead moose and 
12 lively Americans hanging around. 
One of the Americans is just enlight- 
ening his friends concerning an in- 
teresting discovery he has made. 
““These Canadians, ’’ he said, ‘‘Don’t 
shoot these animals for the horns ay- 
tall. They EAT them. ”’ 

Mark Hugo turns out to be a stocky 
character who shaves every day and 
has a lodge where there are SHEETS 
on the beds. He has a large hooked 
nose which seems to be peering over 
his upper lip all the time to see what 
1ismouthis doing. His mouth is sel- 
dom doing anything unnecessary. 

The conversation proceeds as 
follows: 

“‘Hunting?’’ he says. 

“Yep. ” 

‘How many ?”’ 

‘*Grouse ?”’ 


“No, Moose. ’’ 

‘**None. ”’ 

‘How long?’’ 

‘<Six days. ’”’ 

That stops Hugo for a minute. He 
paws the ground with his foot. 

‘‘Been blowin’ the car horn at 
them ?’’ he says. 

Next morning we have a leisurely 
breakfast at the lodge and both Bill 
and I remark how quick the use of a 
knife and fork comes back to a man if 
he’s once known it. 

Hugo leads us a few hundred yards 
northeast of the tin roofed two-holer 
and says, ‘‘Sit down. ’’ 

“TI ain’t tired, ’’ says Bill. 

Hugo points. ‘‘There’s your 
moose, ’’ he says. 

““Youcan’t fool me, ’’ Isays, ‘‘That 
isthe Hotel Vancouver though darned 
if I know how they got it mounted on 
wheels. ”’ 

So Bill and I shoot this large an- 
imal, a procedure hampered only 
slightly by the fact that I have for- 
gotten to load my gun and forgotten to 
let off the safety catch. 

‘“What’s he like, ’’ I yells. 

Hugo looks him over very careful 
He is not a man to make wild state- 
menys. ‘‘Dead.’’ he says. 

Hugo left us shortly after this say- 
ing he would.send a boy down with 
some horses to cart the meat out. I 
guess he had to get somebody else a 
moose before noon. 

Iwillspare you, Uncle Henry, the 
details of how we cut that large an- 
imal into four pieces with a dull axe 
and skinned him with a dull jacknife 
that bent in the middle. Hugo had 
offered to have somebody help us ex- 
ecute this piece of work but Bill said 
no, no thanks, his grandfather had 
come west in a prairie schooner and 
he figured the old pioneer strain was- 
n’t dead yet. All he wanted to know, 
he said, was which end did you bleed 
the animal from. 

‘‘Well, I seen it when you brought 
it out and he was one fine lookin’ 
buck, ’’ said old Uncle Henry. 

*“Bull,’’ I says gently, 
Uncle Henry. ”’ 

The old boy nodded his head. ‘‘I 
know what you mean, ’’ he said. 


“Bull, 
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THESEA - AND CRABS 


By THERESE McMANUS 


Patrick and I can argue about 
everything. One subject we really go 
to town on, is, ‘‘Lakes versus the Sea’’. 
Patrick was born on the shores of the 
Muskoka Lakes and the way he acts, 
you’d think he was born right on them. 
I was born on the sea coast and I’m 
sure there is salt water in my veins. 

Those sea breezes that I find so in- 
vigorating and stimulating, he finds 
offensive, he prefers the smell of sweet 
hay. Now how any red blooded man 
can possess such taste is beyond me, 
not that I find anything wrong with 
the smell of sweet hay, you understand. 
But where can you find anything so 
alive and vital as the sea, breezes and 
all that is part of it? 

However in spite of all my argu- 
ments, we have been spending all our 
spare time on lakes, and we live right 
beside the sea. In fact, our lives have 
been in a rut, a rut consisting of lakes. 
I decided to change that, and with a 
great deal of persuasion, managed to 
get Paddy to buy us a sea worthy row- 
boat, and as we already had an out- 
board engine, we were equipped for the 
sea. 

Our first trip on the sea was on 
Port Day. A worst day, I couldn’t have 
chosen. Every gilnet boat, packer, 
seiner, cruiser, schooner, besides small 
craft were careening madly around the 
harbour, and we were out there, careen- 
ing too. Steering was a nightmare. 
Boats were coming at us from all 
angles, we’d no sooner dodge one, then 
there would be another boat that would 
have to dodge us. It was very exciting, 
as long as we continued to dodge; but 
it became rather nerve racking wonder- 
ing if the other boats were going to co- 
operate in the same way. Then, also, 
we were just about swamped several 
times, as the wake from some of those 
big packers slurped into the boat. Even 
I felt a little nervous, and I have spent 
a great deal of time on this particular 
harbour. The wake from some of those 
larger boats with their powerful en- 
gines, creates swells that vie with those 
found on the Pacific, in the midst of 
a storm, or so it seemed to me that day. 
When we finally headed for dry land, 
I was as glad as the others to put my 
shaky legs on terra firma. When my 
husband announced with a baleful look 
in my direction, that he was returning 
to the peaceful lakes. I, being a good 
wife decided for once to agree with him. 
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One Sunday in early September, I 
felt that sea fever returning. As a 
couple of months had passed, since our 
last venture on the sea, I felt it quite 
safe to introduce that delicate subject. 
So I said, ‘‘This is a swell day to go 
crab fishing. Let’s go.’’ 

My husband and two daughters 
looked at me with suspicion and no 
enthusiasm. They had never been crab- 
fishing before and they evidently had 
no desire to ever try. However with a 
great deal of persuasion from me, they 
reluctantly decided to take one more 
chance on the sea. 

By borrowing some crab pots, get- 
ting some old meat for bait and pack- 
ing our copper boiler, we were ready to 
catch crabs. Mary and Ellen, age four 
and twelve respectively packed the 
lunch. 

Two o’clock found us in our boat 
chugging out of the harbour, on one 
cylinder. The other one just decided to 
have a rest, I guess. Patrick was all 
for stopping to fix the engine, he just 
loves to take them apart. I wasn’t tak- 
ing any chances on missing my crab- 
bing, I suggested we carry on the way 
we were, as the boat ride was part of 
the outing, and on such a nice day it 
was rather nice to go slow. It was a 
lovely fall day, peaceful and warm; 
boats were going hither and yon, intent 
upon their various destinations. 

Soon we were in the pass where our 
crab fishing was to take place. Paddy 
said, ‘‘Well, now it is up to you — you 
are the crab fisherman.”’ 

Only then did it dawn on me, that 
I’d never set crab pots before. Other 
times when I’d gone crabbing, there 
had been a lot of willing young men 
around to do all the work, and I’d only 
eaten the crabs after they’d been 
cooked. I looked around hopefully to 
see if there was anyone else to take 
over. There wasn’t. So I tied a piece of 
meat into each crab pot, then lowered 
them over the boat nonchalantly, I 
hoped, trying to look very experienced 
in front of my family. 

A crab pot or trap consists of a 
metal hoop, covered on one side with 
fish net, hung loosely. Three strands 
of rope balance the hoop, they are tied 
to the main rope which is a good length 
and has a float on the end. As we had 
only three crab pots it did not take long 
to set them. 

We then landed on the beach and 


made our drift wood-fire. As there was 
plenty of wood around, this beach made 
an ideal place for cooking crabs. We 
filled the boiler full of sea water and 
placed it over the fire to boil. We then 
had to push our boat out as the tide was 
falling. 

When the water started to boil, we 
went out to look in the crab pots. We 
were lucky, we were the proud posses- 
ors of two crabs and a star fish. We 
threw the star fish away. We picked up 
the crabs by the middle of the back, 
the crab then can’t nip you with one 
of his pinchers. 

After the girls had curiously ex- 
amined the crabs from a safe distance, 
we plopped them into the boiling water. 
Along the sea coast, it is an understood 
fact that crabs boil for twenty minutes, 
I intended to give them thirty, just to 
make sure. It kept us pretty busy stok- 
ing the fire to keep the water boiling. 

Paddy and the girls went out for the 
next set, they returned with six crabs. 
Things were really looking up, two 
cooked crabs came out of the pot and 
six fresh crabs went in. We were still 
quite busy, pushing the boat out and 
stoking the fire. On the third and last 
trip, four crabs were taken and a big 
skate, a fish similar to a halibut, only 
it has more fins and flippers. 

By the time the last four crabs were 
cooked and we’d had lunch it was twi- 
light. So we were forced to leave in a 
rush. We loaded crabs, traps, children 
and food into the boat and started for 
home on our one cylinder. 

A beautiful rose sunset merged into 
the blue darkness around us. Thousands 
of ducks were floating thickly in the 
sea. It became darker and darker. We 
were in our little boat, so close to the 
sea as to almost be part of it. Suddenly 
a shape loomed up in the darkness, a 
gilnet boat was bearing down upon us. 

‘*Look,’’ I yelled. ‘‘We should have 
running light, port and starboard, when 
we travel at night. Wave a flash-light 
— do something, or else we’ll all be 
swimming to shore, I hope.’’ 

Paddy fortunately found a flash 
light and signalled. The boat veered to 
one side and we continued safely on our 
way. 

As we neared the floats, I said, 
‘‘Wasn’t that a wonderful outing?’’ I 
was full of relief at our narrow escape. 

No one answered me. 

“The crabbing, the weather, so 
peaceful,‘‘ I continued. 

‘‘Wonderful,’’ Paddy said, ‘‘More 
like a nightmare; all I did was run. Run 
for wood, run to push the boat out, run 
for crabs and coming home we practi- 
cally get rammed because we didn’t 
have running light. No thank you, give 
me a lake and a fishing pole anyday.”’ 

That man seems to have a one track 
mind. I am just wondering how I am 
going to get him to take me clam dig- 
ging, especially when he won’t eat 
clams. Where there is a will, there is a 
way, so they say. 


TIES Or TRIMMINGS ? 


By EARL HICKLING 


There have been many tales of the 
Pacific Great Eastern Railway and 
what a white elephant it was to the 
taxpayers of British Columbia.Not all 
of the high expense was due to poor 
management and party politics, how- 
ever. Some of it, in fact a lot of it, 
may be credited to the ingenuity of 
people like John Doe, who succeeded 
in swindling the Purchasing Depart- 
ment out of several hundred dollars. 
Back in the early thirties this was 
quite a sum. To be fair,though, he was 
motivated by a desire for revenge, 
rather than any desire to get rich at 
the expense of others. 

Having secured a contract for 500 
ties for himself and another for his 


son, he wangled the use of a small. 


sawmill and went to work. 


Agreat dealof work was entailed. 
First the trees had to be felled, limbed 
and bucked into logs.Then the logs had 
to be skidded to the mill-site. The saw- 
mill consisted of a carriage and a 
head-saw. As the sixteen-foot logs, 
when sawed into seven-by-nine-inch 
timbers, still had to be cut to eight-foot 
lengths by hand, there developed a 
slight hitch. 

The logs had been cut sixteen-foot- 
plus, and to get eight-foot ties required 
two cuts. It was much simpler to cut 
the timbers in two, using only one cut 
and leaving some six to eight inches 
extraoneach one. The railway should 
have been gladto get this extra wood, 
but when the first 500 ties had been 
piled on the right-of-way, our hero 
learned that the extra length was 
neither appreciated nor wanted. 
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In fact, that imposing gentleman, 
withthe title of Paymaster and Offic- 
ial Tie Inspector, informed John that 
he could either trim them back to 
eight feet, or remove them from the 
railroad’s property. 


This lack of appreciation infuriated 
John, but he kept his peace. The next 
trip north, the Official Tie Inspector 
found a neat pile of 1,000ties, all 
seven-by-nine, by exactly eight feet. 
They were so neatly and tightly piled 
thatit isrumored that the good Inspec- 
tor allowedavery high percentage of 
“number ones’’ on that account. 


The story goes that Mr. Doe col- 
lected his cheque and left with his wife 
andfamily - some say for the Fraser 
Valley, others, for the Peace River. 

It was not until mid-Summer,when 
the loading-crew was breaking up that 
neat pile,that the swindle was discov- 
ered. Some four hundred and fifty of 
those neatly piled ties were but two 
blocks, seven by nine, by some eight 
inches in length - one at each end of 
the pile. 
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The official was inspecting a newly- 
completed portion of highway. He 
grumbled at everything. The crown 
wasn’t high enough, the shoulder was too 
steep, the ditches too deep, and so on. 

The foreman bore it all patiently. Then 
he drew himself up to full height and 
looked the inspector in the eye. 

“And how is it for length?’ he asked. 


“Very interesting symptoms, Miss Shapely. 
Now if we could just find an ailment to go 
with them.” 


- 

The cars having collided, Jock and 
Pat were surveying the situation. 
Jock offered Pat a drink. Pat drank 
and Jock returned the bottle to his 
pocket. 

Pat: “Aren't you going to have a 
drink yourself?” 

Jock: “Not until after the police 
have been here.” 


| a 
“Boo-o-0, ho-o-o . . . You're a brute. 


Why do you treat me this way? I’ve 


given you six of the best years of my 
life!” 


“Ye gads! Were those your best?” 
L- 


Policeman: “Why didn’t you give the 
lady her half of the road?” 


Motorist: “I was going to as soon as | 
found out which half she wanted.” 
L- 


The talkative lady was telling her 
husband about the bad manners of her 
recent visitor. “If that woman yawned 
once, John, while | was talking to her, 
she yawned a dozen times.” 

“Maybe she wasn't qewaine, dear,” 
replied her husband. “Maybe she was 
trying to say something.” 

v 
Many a man now wishes he had saved money 
during the depression so he could afford to 
live through prosperity. 
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A businessman, who always enjoyed 
giving longwinded after-dinner speeches, 
suddenly cut his talks down to the most 
commendable brevity. 

Asked to explain his reformation, the 
businessman replied, “It was a remark 
I overheard. During a pause in one of 
my speeches, | overheard one man say 
to another, ‘What follows him?’ And 
the other fellow replied, “Thursday’.” 


uv 


Lawyer: “Are you acquainted with any 
of the men on the jury?” 

Witness: “Yes, sir. More than half of 
them.” 

Lawyer: “Are you willing to swear that 
you know more than half of them?” 
_ Witness: “If it comes to that, I’m will- 
ing to swear | know more than all of 
them put together.” 


uu 


The revival meeting was in full swing, 
and the penitent sinner was cringing 
under the evangelist’s impassioned words. 
Finally he couldn't stand any more. 

“Friends,” he cried, “I do want to 
repent. | want to tell you how bad I've 
been, but | dare not while the Grand 
Jury's in session.” 

“The Lord will forgive you!” shouted 
the revivalist. , 

“T know,” moaned the sinner, “but He 
ain’t on the Grand Jury!” ~ 


a 


The Salvation Army lass approached 
the old Scotsman, and said, “Won't you 
give me sixpence for the Lord?” 

“How old are ye, me lassie?” 

“T am 23,” she replied. 

“Weel, I'm nearrly 73, and its verra 
likely I'll see the Lord afore ye do, so 
I'll gie it tae Him mysel’.” 


Little Claude’s mother had reluctantly 
allowed her precious child to attend 
public school. She gave the teacher a 
long list of written instructions. “My 
Claude‘ is so sensitive,” she cautioned, 
“don't ever punish him. Just slap the boy 
next to him. That will frighten Claude.” 
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ARE B.C's MOOSE BEING WASTED ? 


continued from page 9 


the foregoing report. The main reason 
for doubt will arise from the fact that 
itis difficult to visualize 5, 000, not to 
mention 11,000, moose on the 2, 000 
square mile area in question. The 
sample of country flown over was as 
representative as possible; we flew in 
all areas and endeavored to sample 
all types of country impartially. In do- 
ing so we avoided as much as possible 
the practise of following water-cour- | 
ses and swamp, choosing instead to fly 
from lake to lake or other points of 
reference and thereby taking into our 
samples the good moose country with 
the bad. ’’ 

The Game Commission feels that 
the aerial count gave the most valid 
estimate of population obtainable thus 
far, andfor the Southeast Cariboo reg- 
ion they were able to cross-check 
their findings. The report says of this: 

“‘For several years up to this one 
we have been harvesting 500 to 600 
bull moose off this area annually. 
The maximum possible yeild of ani- 
mals when cropping bulls only is a- 
bout 12% of the total herd. Such being 
the case we must have a population of 
5,000 animals to yield an annual har- 
vest of 600 legal bulls. If the illegal 
killis taken into account a proportion- 
ately larger herd would be needed to 
produce the same number of legal 
animals. ”’ 

Commissioner Jim Cunningham’s 
report tothe Sixth Annual Game Con- 
vention in 1952 gives further proof of 
a high moose density. Part of the re- 
port reads: 

“During the year 1933 some 118 
non-resident big game hunters were 
successful in taking 87 big game troph- 
ies; eighteen years later, or during 
1951, some 3, 000 such hunters bagged 
2,501 trophies. These figures show a 
2,777% increase in hunters witha 
2, 775% increase in trophies;and that 
the ratio of success for 1933 was 
73.7%, while the ratio of success in 
1951 was identical 73. 7%. There is no 


Bank Service Station 
Complete Lubrication 


Seruice 


WASHING POLISHING 


“Jeff McDonald’ 
-Your Friendly Deale r- 


FERGUSON ELECTRIC 


Authorized Canadian 
GENERAL ELECTRIC 
Motor Apparatus & Appliancae 
Dealer = 
Electric Planer Mil] Installations = 
COMMERCIAL & INDUSTRIAL WIRLNG 


doubt that this situation is due princi- moose. Fifty per cent of the moose- 
pally to the abnormal spread of moose.” hunters who went to the Chilcotin killed 

Atthe same convention, Dr.James a moose.’’ 

Hatter, Chief Biologist for the B.C. The above figures,then, seem to 
Game Commission, had these figures 
to offer: 

“In 1946 analysis of our guides 
forms showed that 0. 7 bulls were seen 
per day in Game Management Area 1 
(the Clinton area). Last fall, that is, 
six years later, guides still saw 0. 66 
bulls per day.In other words,our data 
reveal no significant change in the ab- 
undance of bulls since 1945. 

In 1946, four moose of allages and 
both sexes were noted by guides, as 
compared to 6.1 per day last fall. 

Using an entirely different source 
of data-- namely, those from transient 
hunters checked through Cache Creek- 
we findthat the average hunter in 1948 
saw 1.97 bulls, 2.04 in 1950,and about 
1. 7in 1951. In 1950 fourteen man-days 
were required to bag amooseinAreal. 
Last fall it still took fourteen days, 
and thus no change between 1948 and 
1951 in the amount of time required 
to kill a moose. 

In Game Management Area 5 (the 
Chilcotin area) there has been an in- 
crease in the annual calf-crops from 
28.6 per cent of the adult population 
in 1947 to 33.3 per cent in 1951. . & SALES CO. LTD. 

The average moose hunter saw 2. 3 j LUMBER MANUFACTURERS 
bulls last year in Area 5. Not fourteen cializing In Western White Spruce 
days,as in Area 1,but rather only eight QUESNEL, B.C. 
days were required to kill a bull © 
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disprove the guides’ contention that 
moose have decreased. The figures 
are based on information supplied by 
hunters and by the guides themselves, 
and they indicate that the moose pop- 
ulation in the Cariboo and Chilcotin is 
as highas,or higherthan,it was in 1946. 

To corroborate its estimate of a 
B. C. moose herd of some 40-50, 000, 
the Game Commission points to last 
year’s kill. Approximately 5,400 bulls, 
plus 600 to 800 cows were taken.Since 
the yeild of harvestable bulls is about 
12% of the herd, last year’s kill ties 
in closely with the 50, 000 estimate. 

If, then, we accept the estimate of 
amoose herd of from 40-50, 000, what 
evidence has the Game Commission 
to offer that in many areas there are 
too many moose for available feed? 
The Commission points to reports 
from the guides themselves. 

In1945 Dr. Hatter sent out a ques- 
tionaire to most first and second class 
guides in the Cariboo and Chilcotin 
area. One of the questions was ‘‘have 
you observed signs of heavy browsing 
on willows or other bushes or shrubs?’’ 
Half of the guides answered the ques- 
tionaire, and of these 93% stated that 
they had observed heavy browsing on 
winter food. In reply to another part of 
the same question, 87% of the guides 
reported that despite the heavy brow- 
sing, there was no food shortage. 

In 1947 another questionaire was 
mailedto guides and although only 60 
replied throughout the whole of the 
Cariboo and Chilcotin, 60% of those 
replying reported that heavy brows- 
ing on willows was general and the 
other 40% said that there was local 
heavy browsing of the food supply. Of 
of the guides answering, 87% believed 
that there would always be sufficient 
winter food present. The guides fur- 
ther reported that they found 190 
moose carcasses inthe course of their 
spring travels. They believed that death 
was caused by ticks and wolves. 

Inthe spring of 1948 another ques- 
tionaire was mailed out and in answer 
to the question‘‘ How many moose car- 
casses have you found this past winter 
(1947-48) that were not wolf kills?”’ 
fifty three guides replied, but they re- 
ported that they had found 182 carcas- 
es of dead animals dead from ticks and 
starvation and only 40 believed killed 
by wolves. The areas from which re- 
ports of dead moose were received in- 
cluded the Horsefly region, Lac La 
Hache, Williams Lake, Big Creek,Gang 
Ranch, Clinton, and portions of the 
Chilcotin. 

By now biologists could see an 
ominous trend in the overall moose 
picture. Guide reports of heavy brow- 
sing, ‘of finding moose carcasses in 
spring that were not killed by wolves 
indicated only one thing. Too many 


moose for available range.To check on ' 


the guide reports the Game Commis- 
sion feild staff spent months in areas 
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such as the Quesnel River, Bowron 
Lake, the Blackwater country, Horse- 
fly, Williams Lake, Bonaparte drainage 
and many other parts of B.C. , and they 
found one prevalent condition. Over- 
browsing to a serious condition. They 
found, too, that most guides still be- 
lieved that there were not too many 
moose and there wasno serious range 
problem. 

During the next three years contin- 
ued field trips by Game Commission 
staff revealed that ther was no imp- 
rovement in winter food supply. In fact 
in many areas there was less available 
than in 1948. On the strength of these 
findings and guide reports, biologists 
pressed for an open season on cows. 
“Tt is necessary to reduce capital 
stocks,’’ they said, ‘‘or elsenature: 
will do it herself and the moose, in- 
stead of being harvested and utilized 
will die of malnutrition and be of no 
value to anyone. ’’ However, 77% of the 
guides were against a cow season, 
They stuck to their claim thattheir 
weren’t too many moose and that there 
was no serious range problem. The 
winter of 1951-52 proved otherwise. 

InJuly of 1952 in reply to another 
questionaire 159 guided reported per- 
sonally finding 308 moose carcasses 
that spring and having been informed 


by neighbours of another 319. Since 
only 47 guides reported tick infest- 
ations onthe dead animals, it was ob- 
vious that the moose had died from 
malnutrition. Biologists studied the 
guides reports and asked themselves 
how many moose had died .It was any- 
one’s guess. Less than a third of the 
guides had answered the questionaire 
but they had reported finding or know- 
ing about over 600 dead moose. With 
moose dropping dead by the hundreds 
and probably thousands, it was obvious 
to the biologists that there were too 
many moose for available winter 
range. Only 38 guides, however, belie- 
ved that winter ranges were over- 
stocked. 

In last August’s issue of ‘‘Hunting 
and Fishing in Canada’’ an article on 
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moose by a B.C. guide states, in one Wa" 


part, that: ‘‘In northern and eastern 
British Columbia not more than one 
hunter out of twenty will get his bull 
moose this fall (1952)’’. According to 
records of the B. C.Game Commis- 
sion, the author’s estimate seems to be 
out by some five hundred percent. 

In1950northoftheC. N. R. hunters 
had the highest success rate in the pro- 
vince. 32.1% got abull moose, as a- 
gainst 21% for the rest of B.C., and 
they hunted only 12. 2 days per moose 
while the average for B.C. was 20. 
Inthe easternarea 23.3% of the hunt- 
ers were successful, almost one in four, 
rather than one in twenty, and they 
hunted ah average of 20.9 days per 
moose. 

The article further states, ‘‘ona 
trip by car, over the Hart Highway 
through the Northern Rockies, and then 
down the Cariboo Road to Vancouver, 
adistance of nearly a thousand miles 
through the heart of B. C. game coun- 
try, not one moose, starving or other- 
wise, was seen. Where, then, is this 
over abundance of starving animals? 

The article concludes with the 
words:‘‘May Ireiterate thatin British 
Columbia generally, there is no over 
abundance of moose,or any extensive 
starvation problem. Most of our hunt- 


H.J. GARDNER 


Cow moose swimming Big Eutsuk lake at dawn 


ers wouldbe glad just to see a moose, 
starving or otherwise, to be assured 
that they have not abandoned us alto- 
gether. ’’ 

To the last two paragraphs, the 
Game Commission has this to say: 
“‘The author as a guide must know that 
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moose generally avoid highways or 
other well-travelled roads.Seldom are 


‘mink, weasels, or other wild animals 


seen on the highways, yet we know they 
are present, and present in reasonably 
large quantities. 

Guides themselves report finding 
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or knowing about the carcasses of over 
600 moose after the winter of 1951-2. 
The guides attributed only a few of 
these moose to wolf kills, the majority 
diedfrom the effects of malnutrition, 
proof in itself that there is an exten- 
sive starvation problem.Our field staff 
in the course of over five years of in- 
vestigation has reported that moose 
range in many parts of B.C. has been 
over-browsed to a deplorable condi- 
tion. As for most hunters being glad 
just to see a moose, last year B.C.’s 
hunters should have been the gladdest 
in Canada, because they killed more 
moose than were taken in the rest of 
the nation combined. ’”’ 

It would seem, then, that the weight 
of evidence favors the Game Commis- 
sion’s cause--that many districts have 
moose in excess of the carrying cap- 
acity of the range.Is this in itself harm- 
ful? This is what Dr. Hatter said about 
the subject: 

‘On the surface the large number 
of moose sounds like good news. Un- 
fortunately, however, the trend of win- 
ter food-supply over the past six years 
has been consistently downward.There 
are too many moose in Area 1 for a 
sustained population at the present 
level. The bull law as now in effect is 
totally inadequate in stabilizing the 
population. Unless we trim the herd 
to alower level by shooting more than 
the annual surplus, nature will do it 
for us with some very drastic reper- 
cussions. For the last ten years the 
large moose population in the southern 
Interior has been living on borrowed 
time. Years of noticeable die-off are 
occurring at an increasing rate, first 
in 1935,from 1946 to 1948, and again 
in 1952. Each time a die-off occurs 
moose are unable to rebuild to former 
numbers since a sizeable part of the 
food supply is permanently crippled 
and will not recover. The result is a 
decrease in carrying capacity with 
each increse in moose numbers and 
subsequent periods of mortality during 
adverse winters. If nature is allowed 
to take her course, she will leave us 
with a moose population much lower 
than that which presently exists. ’’ 

According to the record book, the 
fate of the Isle Royale moose herd 
bears out Dr. Hatter’s words. Isle Roy- 
ale is an island about 45 miles long 
and 8 miles wide in the northwestern 
part of Lake Superior. It is a United 
States national park and since there 
are no predators apart from coyotes, 
the moose are able to increase without 
check by either man or beast. 

In 1928 biologists reported that the 
island was seriously over-browsed 
and that a food crises faced the island’s 
herd of several thousand moose, The 
next year a die-off started and by.1935 
the herd had dwindled to about 200 an- 
imals. In 1936 fires burned over a 
quarter of the island, further depleting 
the food supply but in the long run 


Bull moose taken in an old burn. Onc 
method of creating more moose feed 
is to burn over forested areas on wh- 
ich the timber is useless for commer- 
cial purposes. Following such burning, 
new willow growth provides excellent 
moose browse. (This is no doubt the 
method of providing more feed refer- 
red to in the letter on page 9). 


In mid-winter 50% of the moose browse 


is buried under from 2 to 4 ft. of snow. 
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proving to be one of the greatest fact- 
ors in permitting a come-back of the 
moose. 

In 1946 the burned area was furn- 
ishing more feed than the rest of the 


island combined and moose were again | 


increasing. In 1948 airplane estimates 
plus sight records set the population 
at about 800, but biologists who exam- 
ined the island reported that moose 
had once again caught up with avail- 
able feed and that a die-off again could 
be expected. The die-off startedin the 
winter of 1948-49 and by 1950 biolog- 


ists of the U.S. Wildlife Service est- 
imated that a third of the animals had 


died. 

Inabrief presentedtothe Eleventh 
North American Wildlife Conference, 
Shaler E. Aldous and Laurits W. Kref- 
ting, biologists of the U.S. Fish and 
Wildlife Service, hadthis to say about 
the effects of a high moose population 
on the island: 

*‘The acquatic foods of the moose 
have never fully recovered from their 
depletion at the time of maximum pop- 
ulation (25 years before).A few water - 
lilies are present but they are being 
eaten about as fast as they grow. The 
sedge mats are still broken up by 
wallowing animals, and pond weeds are 
quite scarce except in the deeper 
waters. 

Young growth of balsam fir is being 
kept down to the point that reproduction 
cannot replace the mature stock that 
is left. Small balsams up to two feet 
high are quite common hut they have 
been kept at a low height by repeated 
browsing. One small tree a foot high 
was cut at the ground line and its an- 
nual rings showed it tobe 20 years old. 
It can safely be predicted that as long 
as alarge moose population exists on 
the island it will never revert to a 
balsam forest as it was originally de- 
scribed. 

Aspen is the number one winter 
food of the moose. It formed 16. 9% of 
the diet but amounted to only 8. 7% of 
the available browse. This situation is 
not desirable asthe consumption is in 
excess of the production. 

In 1934 another observer reported 
about the condition of ground hemlock 
on the island. ‘‘Practically everywhere 
as a result of browsing the branches 


Moose suffering from malnutrition due to lack of winter feed. 


are dead except for a few leaves near 
the roots. It cannot be longer consid- 
ered a source of food on the island. ”’ 

Twenty-eight plants were found to 
be utilized during the winter,but twelve 
of these formed 95.5% of the food eaten 
and of this number, six formed 75.4%. 
Seven of these plants are being utilized 
in excess of their regenerative ability. 

“Tf the moose herd continues to in- 
crease without some kind of acheck, ”’ 
the author concludes, ‘‘the plant suc- 
cession on the island will be influenced 
still more drastically by a moose- 
made ecology. ’”’ 
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Moose are powerful swimmers - the one shown above is really churning 
up the water in an effort to escape his pursuers. 


In an effort to prevent the herd 
from increasing to a point where they 
damage plant life andthen die of star- 
vation, Wildlife officials last year re- 


leased zoo-raised wolves onthe island. 


The officials have positive proof that 
timber wolves have in the past visit- 
ed Isle Royale and they hope that re- 
introduction of wolves will help stab- 
ilize the population at the island’s car- 
rying capacity. 

B. C. Game Commission biologists 
point out that what happened on Isle 
Royale is happening in many places in 
B. C. The moose are eating available 
available foliage faster than it can 
reproduce itself with the net result 
that unpalatable trees and shrubs form 
a cover crop and the moose either 
starve or leave.The biologists main- 
tain that the only way to stop the moose 
doing this is to cut down their num- 
bers, and the only way to cut down num - 
bersis to harvest cows. While killing 
cows might sound radical to many, it 
is not new, nor was the B.C.Game 
Commission the first to employ it. 

Cows are legal game in Wyoming, 
Idaho, and Montana, as well as B.C.) 
and cows are being harvested in Sas- 
katchewan and also several districts 
in Ontario. In Newfoundland, Game of- 
ficials suspect that hunters have har- 
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vested cows on their own initiative. 
‘Since the moose season first opened 
in 1936 over 16,000 bulls have been 
killed, yet the cow-bullratiois almost 
one for one. (By comparison the B.C. 
rate is practically four to one).Game 
officials in Newfoundland consequently 
believe that a high cow kill has actu- 
ally occurred. In one area, 23 kills 
were located, and of these ‘‘Bulls’’, 
eight were cows. This factor leaves 
some observers to believe that this is 
one reason why Newfoundland has the 
healthiest moose population in Canada. 

Mr.W.Arthur Benson,Senior Game 
Biologist of the Saskatchewan Game 
Branch says this about the subject of 
harvesting cows: 

*‘First of all I would like to point 
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out that the moose is primarily mon- 
agamous -- that is to say one bull 
servesone cowinthe vast majority of 
cases. This fact is borne out by many 
scientists in many fields and by the 
Indians of North America who come 
from moose country. 

It becomes obvious then that if one 
bull can normally serve but one cow 
that every bull you shoot may leave a 
barrencow in the feild. These barren 
cows, however, still eat their normal 
complement of food. They are an un- 
productive population eating food from 
the range and serving no useful pur- 
pose. This is the case if you shoot bulls 
only. On the other hand if you allow one 
of either sex you may reap a much 
bigger harvest without injuring the 
range and without affecting the pro- 
ductivity of the herd. In other words, 
an either-sex season on moose main- 
tains the most desirable sex ratio in 
the herd, allows the greatest harvest 
and allows the maximum productivity 
from the herd on any given range 
without depleting that range unnecess- 
arily. 

In an article called ‘‘The Sacred 
Cow’’ that appearedin the June, 1952, 
issue of ‘‘NorthernSportsman’’, Dr.C. 


Clarke, Ontario’s Game Management 
Chief, had this to say about the subject: 
“One thing is at once obvious;we are 


not being over-run with moose as a 
result of protection of cows. Instead, 
we are now inthe process of recover- 
ing from a moose shortage. ’’ 

Dr. Clarke states also: ‘‘One of the 
sacred cows of conservation has been 
simply, making the cow sacred, or the 


protection of the female of the species. 


Fifty years ago, when capital stocks of 
game were being depleted at an alar- 
ming rate and nobody knew much about 
game populations, it seemed one of the 
most obvious things. The argument is 
just this, that tame species are polyg- 
amous, and one male can serve heaven 
knows how many females. Therefore, 
we should manage our wild herds like 
a herdof cattle and get maximum in- 
crease at lowest feeding costs by re- 
moving the extra males. 

The first suspicions that the whole 
thing was over-simplified came from 
those whose prime interest was in 
species like antelope, or like grouse, 
woodcock, and ducks, where you cannot 
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tell the sex of your target. They get 
along very well, withthe aid of a little 
protection and respond immediately to 
habitat restoration. Could the unfort- 
unate inability of the hunter to distin- 
guish sex be so all important. 

‘Our sacred cows give us no in- 
crease. ’’Dr. Clarke continues, ‘‘Des- 
pite the fact that bears and wolves can 
and do kill moose calves there is not 
the least support in any data gathered 
in Ontario for saying, of the calfless 
cow, that bears must have got the calf. 
Calf percentages are reasonably alike 
in areas with such predators and those 
without. There is strong support for 
the view that the calfless cow was 
never bred. ’’ 

The Swedes and Norwegians, Dr. 
Clarke points out, attempt to keep the 
sex ratio of their herds balanced, and 
about this factor he comments. ‘‘There 
has been written by Folke Skuncke a 
magnificent summary of a century of 
moose management in Sweden. The 
shooting of cows and its effects is 
thoroughly discussed and may be sum - 
marized. The first point is that rut- 
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ting moose do not congregate. The 
second is, and we quote, ‘‘the cow’s 
period of heat is so short, usually 
only a few days long, that she may 
missthe time for conception because 
a suitable bull is not present. ’’In look- 
ing over the results of cow-protection 
on a provincial basis in Sweden, 
Skuncke says, ‘‘When applied to larger 
areas, andfor anumber of successive 
years, closed season on cows is, with- 
out a doubt, directly harmful. ”’ 

The records show that the Norwe- 
gian and Swedish system works inc- 
credibly well. Norway, with an area of 
125, 000 square miles as compared to 
B.C.’s 366,000,between 1889 and 1930 
had an annual kill of 1,024 moose, of 
which 555 were bulls and 469 were cows. 

Sweden’s record is even more 
amazing. She has a total area of less 
than half of that of B.C., yet since 1930 
the yearly kill has never gone below 
5, 000, of which 45% were cows. Since 
1941 the yearlykillhas averaged over 
12, 300, and in 1948 14,912 moose of 
both sexes were taken. In the face of 
this heavy kill, the moose, instead of 
being exterminated, are present in as 
great asor greater numbers than ever. 
The ‘‘senseless slaughter of cows’’ as 
some put it, has apparently stood the 
test of time in Sweden or Norway. 

Mr. J. Burton Lauckhart, Chief of 
the Game Management Division of the 
Washinton State Game Department 
had this to say about harvesting the 
female:‘‘Some of our best managed 
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deer herds are actually the result of 
attempts to destroy these herds to al- 
leviate game damage. The Whidby Is- 
land herdinthe State of ‘Washington is 
such an example. 

It is anislandin Puget Sound about 
50 miles long and 3 miles wide that 
yeilded kills ofa little over 100 bucks 
a year prior to 1937. At that time the 
island’s strawberry crop was being 
severely damaged andthe Game Com- 
mission decided that the only solution 
was to let the hunters eliminate the 
offending deer herd. In 1937 the entire 
season was opened on deer of either 
sex, with no limitations on the num- 
ber of hunters, and about 400 deer 
were killed. Such aseason was contin- 
ued the next year with the hope that 
the remaining deer would be elimin- 
ated, and again over 400 deer were 
killed. This same season has now been 
continued for 16 years and the average 
harvest is between 500 and 600 ani- 
mals annually. There was no obvious 
range problem, yet it was definitely 
demonstrated that capacity for deer 
had been reached and it was only nec- 
essary to harvest the increase to keep 
them ‘‘erupting. ’’ 

In Canada prior to last year only 
Nova Scotia ever had an open season 
on cows. In the late 20’s aSwedish for- 
ester named Otto Schierbeck was 
brought to the province to manage the 
forests, and since game also came 
under his control, he looked into the 
game Situation. He noticed first off that 
the NovaScotia moose herd was unbal- 
anced and he had a moose’ census 
taken. On the strength of the results 
he ordered an open season on cow 
moose after the regular bull season, 
and 561 cows were killed as well as 
1116 bulls. A howl went up from coast 
to coast against this ‘‘butchering of 
cows’’ and the cow season was sub- 
sequently abolished. Before he went 
back to Sweden, Schierbeck published 
an article called ‘‘Why protect the fe- 
male of the species at the cost of the 
male?’’ and in the article he stated 
that although Nova Scotia moose were 
fairly abundant, the herd was in a bad 
way. Time has proven him right be- 
cause in 1937 Nova Scotia and New 
Brunswick had their last open season. 
Whether or not NovaScotia would have 
had moose hunting today if the cow 
season had been maintained will never 
be known, but some say it is significant 
that for the three year priod from 
1930 to 1932 Nova Scotia hunters aver - 
aged 1493 bulls a year, while the best 
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previous three year recordwas 1369. 
Harvesting the female is an aver- 
sion that is evidently deep-rooted, and 
one that game management authorities 
have had to contend with all over the 
continent. The information officer of 
the Wyoming Game and Fish Comm - 
ission has thisto sayabout the subject: 
‘“‘FPortunately we in Wyoming began 
killing deer, elk, and antelope of both 
sexes many years ago and so are not 
hampered in our management practise 
by aserious aversion to the killing of 
the female of any big game animal. ’”’ 
The public relations officer of the 
Idaho Department of Fish and Game 
says this:‘‘We have never put the buck 
or bull law into effect in this state, 
and we feel the history of good hunt- 
here justifies our practise in deer and 
elk management. It is felt that the kill- 
ing of bath sexes is a healthy practise.’ 
Biologists and other feild workers 
on Isle Royale reported that:‘‘The 
greatest problem facing the Wildlife 
personel were not of a _ biological 
nature, but of human nature. As late 
as 1940 we couldn’t convince a good 
many people who were familiar with 
the island. ...the people who lived on 
it, those who roamed all over the in- 
treior of it, Indian guides and people of 
that sort - that there was any problem 
of overpopulation. They felt that the 
coyotes were destroying the moose 
population and that the important thing 
to do was to institute predator control 
so we could have some moose left. ’’ 
Incommenting on this, one official 
of the Wildlife Service with over 20 
years experience in the game mana- 
cement feild remarked:‘‘There is oc- 
cassionally atendency to blindly wor- 


ship ideals and not to keep up with the 
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It would appear that many in B.C. 
are blindly worshipping ideals. The 
are blindly worshipping ideals. The 
Game Commission’s case sounds sen- 
sible and practical. Itis better to har- 
vest surplus moose rather than to let 
them die of starvation. It is better to 
keep moose on a level with the car- 
rying capacity of the range than to let 
them increase to the point where they 
heavily damage or destroy the browse 
then die off. The system has worked 
amazingly well in Scandinavia; there 
seems to be no reason why it won’t 
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work in B.C. 

And so the assignment ends, al- 
though the last work undoubtedly hasn’t 
been written about the subject.I have 
no intention of getting into an argument 
with either the Game Commission or 
the guides. It willbe said that most of 
the article was about and favored the 
Game Commission. All I can reply is 
that the evidence does favor the Game 
Commission. Outside information,too, 
generally substantiates the view of 
Game Department biologists - that 
cows must be harvested if B. C. moose 
are to be present in any reasonable 
number. 
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AT BAY WITH A GRIZZLY 


continued from page 13 


within 800 miles, in those days. 

The salmon were a mighty success- 
ful fertilizer, but there appeared on the 
scene, an uncanny grizzly. In the morn- 
ing when the Kibbees arose, they found 
that the grizzly had visited the garden 
plot during the night, dug up the 
garden, eaten quantities of salmon and 
made off with what he couldn’t find an 
appetite for at the moment. Here he 
could get his salmon the easy way. The 
frosts that herald winter were expected 
at any time, and then the ground would 
be too hard to dig, so it was absolutely 
necessary that Kibbee got the salmon 
into the ground to stay before it was 
too late. He set a trap for the foraging 
animal. 

At this time, a friend was visiting 
with them — someone who had come up 
from the States and Kibbee was guid- 
ing him around a little whenever the 
trapline and other chores would allow. 

On arising on the morning of Oct. 
2nd, Frank Kibbee went out to inspect 
the trap he had set for the bear, and it 
wasn’t there. But the trail of the griz- 
zly showed where it had gone. It had 
dragged the clumsy iron trap out of 
the enclosure and had plunged into 
Bear River with it at a point near to 
where it leaves the lake. The one thing 
to do was to go after it. The two men, 
excited somewhat over the prospect of 
adventure, grabbed a rifle and pistol, 
and set out after the marauder in a 
small boat. Four miles down the river, 
they spotted the grizzly. He was stand- 
ing on the shore, wielding the heavy 
trap on his front paw against a tree in 
an effort to get it off, and issuing noises 
that bespoke of great pain and rage. 
The two men climbed out on the bank. 

“‘Now’s your chance,’’ whispered 
Kibbee to his friend who was carrying 
the rifle and who desperately wanted a 
grizzly trophy. The man raised the gun, 
took a bead on the beast and froze on 
the trigger. He had developed the well- 
known buck fever. Almost weeping at 
his afflication, he cried aloud that he 
could not do it. The bear heard him and 
before Kibbee had a chance to wrest 
the gun from the other man, went 
storming through the timber at a great 
pace. 

The men gave chase. For some time 
they trailed the encumbered grizzly, 
and it was not hard to do so, for it made 
an unusually wide swath through the 
brush and devil club, all the time try- 
ing to shake off the trap. From a small 
ridge, the men could watch its move- 
ments, but were unable to sight it with 
the rifle as it was pretty well sub- 
merged in dense undergrowth that had 
not yet frozen down. All this had taken 
some time, and while Kibbee went on 
following the trail to make sure of its 


direction, the friend stayed around the 
ridge and explored the woods a bit, as 
it now looked as if their chance to 
over-come it was slim. He saw a few 
choice willow grouse and shot them 
while he was waiting for Kibbee to 
return. 

Kibbee, meantime, had closed in on 
the bear again and followed until it 
dodged his vision and disappeared 
under a blow-down that had occured in 
a recent high wind. Here a mass of 
trees, deciduous and evergreen, lay 
piled helter-skelter — a formidible 
tangle for even a wildwood animal to 
maneouver in. The yellowing leaves on 
the cottenwoods and the heavy limbs of 
the balsam provided a perfect hideout 
for the grizzly for the time being. 

Kibbee was not to be outsmarted, if 
it were possible, and he had even 
climbed up on the logs and gingerly 
picked his way over them, hoping to 
spot the grizzly below, but without suc- 
cess. Kibbee decided to leave the bear 
for a while and perhaps it would show 
up again soon, or if it did not, he would 
go home, get some provisions and set 
out to hunt it till he got it. 

He turned back along the trail and 
soon met his friend. They agreed that 
this was the best plan and both turned 
down the trail to the river. 

Suddenly from directly behind them 
came a roar of bitter anguish and the 
two men turned to see their grizzly 
plunge down from his hind legs and 
rush them like something ‘ zompletely 
crazed. With a certain measure of agil- 
ity, the two men leaped to either side of 
the trail in time to avoid the half-ton 
powerhouse that hurtled by them. It 
did not stop and wheel abruptly, but 
careened down the trail into a small 
ravine directly ahead. Kibbee streaked 
after it immediately, his long legs 
stretching in great strides down the 
trail. But what he hadn’t counted on, 
was that, at a curve in the trail down 
the slope which he and his friend could 
not see at the time the bear charged 
them, the grizzly, had wheeled upon its 
direction and climbed to a willowy van- 
tage point above the trail. As he passed 
this point, Kibbee sickened suddenly as 
up behind his right ear, he heard the 
growing whine of an animal who knows 
when he is master of a situation. Kib- 
bee swung and whipped out his pistol 
at the same time. The great animal, 
still wielding the heavy trap, was 
standing above him weaving on its 
stocky hind legs for an advantageous 
position. Kibbee fired his pistol. The 
animal whine rose to a scream as the 
slug broke the jugular vein and passed 
through the neck. In the next second, 
Kibbee snatched the rifle from his 
friend, snapped it to his shoulder and 
pulled the trigger. There came a faint 
click. The gun was empty — emptied 
on grouse. 


There was no time now for regret. 
The dark mountain of bear was directly 
upon him, and he felt himself pushed 
under the great weight into the wicked 
devil club and rotting foliage. He felt 
the banging of the steel trap about his 
forehead as the ravished claws of the 
bear came in to make their kill. He felt 
that he was tossed and rolled; he felt 
the hot breath of the snorting imal 
and the slime that spewed from its 
frothing mouth; he heard the guttural 
whines and grunts as a power that he 
could never match weighed upon him 
again and again. A pulsing fountain of 
blood rushed from the bear’s neck, and 
Kibbee wondered if he could outlast 
that flow of lifeblood. He saw a great 
paw go up to make a swipe and he felt 
his cheek laid open from eye to jawline. 

“T couldn’t fool myself now that all 
this blood was his. Half of it, and may- 
be more was mine. Now I thought, how 
long? How long? I somehow got ahold 
of that critter with both my hands be- 
hind its jowls, but it whipped its snout 
to the left and smashed my hand with 
one rending bite. I shoved my left 
elbow into its mouth then, to give it 
something else to chaw on. And it 
finished that. But somehow I hung on 
behind those working jaws, and I 
knowed when that face came down to 
mine that it weren’t lookin’ for the 
color of my eyes. I must have been 
yelling, because the next fix I was in, 
that bear had its lower jaw into my 
mouth and then its top jaw came down 
just like that trap must have done on 
its foreleg. I heard something giving 
way, and I knew most of my teeth had 
been cleaned out better ’n a dentist 
could have done it. And then I felt all 
his weight spread over me. And then 
he reared up. And I thought, ‘Frank, 
here comes the death blow’ — it’s 
coming now’, and with what bones 
there were in my body that weren’t 
broken, I steadied myself to take it. 
That bear rose to his height. It 
wouldn’t have been fittin’ if he hadn’t 
got up and proclaimed himself the win- 
ner. But he teetered one way and then 
the other, and then with a snarl I could 
hardly hear, he rolled over, dead.’’ 

“And your friend?’’ I always ask. 
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Gas & Oil, Tourist Information TOPLEY, B.C. 


Decker Lake Auto Camp 


OVERNIGHT CABINS BY THE DAY OR WEEK 
Hot and Cold Water In Central Shower Rooms 


ENDAKO HOTEL 54 


NEWLY RENOVATED - FULLY MODERN 
Fully Licensed Cafe Adjoining 


EN DAKO, B.C. 


One swipe of this grizzly’s paw could 
do terrific dammage to man or beast. 


“Wal, that damned fool was up a 
tree where I should a been,’’ he always 
answers. 

Today, forty years later, I sit by 
the hour listening to the man with the 
grey whiskers who can teach and tell 
so much about the outdoor way of life. 
I can see, under the whiskers, where his 
face is drawn into deep scars, where his 
left hand is a piece of distorted evidence 
of that terrible struggle. But I can see, 
too, the things that the grizzly didn’t 
do. It didn’t dull the superb and natural 
wit with which Frank Kibbee tells his 
tales, nor did it tear the twinkle from 
his eyes nor the courage from his heart. 
With his feet upon my kitchen table, I 
can see a scene completely as he says, 
“That night th moon was preening her- 
self in the lake like a white lady and 
the stars were a-wigglin’ in the sky.’’ 


BURNS LAKE, B.C. 


THE HUB 


DEPARTMENT STORE 
(Len Proppe, propr. ) 


Burns Lake, B.C. t 
- Clothiers For The Whole Family - 


FAIRVIEW CABINS ,: 


ON TCHESINKUT LAKE 


9 Miles South of Burns Lake 
On Francois Lake Road 


COMFORTABLE CABINS ON BEACH => 
GOOD BOATS - GOOD FISHING ,a¥% 


Sa 4 
Mr. & Mrs. A.J. Harrison - Box 160, Burns 


BURNS LAKE, B.C 


BURNS LAKE HARDWARE & GARAGE 


General Motors Sales & Service 
Associated With MARSHALL WELLS Stores 
DISTRIBUTORS OF FINE HARDWARE 
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Highway Service & Garage 


The Trucker’s Super-Service 


TOWING, WRECKING & BODY SERVICE 
B-A OIL PRODUCTS 


"We Fix Anything But Broken Hearts" 


STAR MOTOR SALES 
FORD — MONARCH 


Cars - Trucks - Tractors 


*STAR PLANING MILLS* 


SPRUCE & PINE LUMBER 
Sawmill: Babine Lake 
Planing Mill & Yard: Burns Lake 


BURNS LAKE BRITISH COLUMBIA 


Babine Lumber (Co. Ltd. 


ROUGH and DRESSED SPRUCE and PINE LUMBER 
| BURNS LAKE B.C. 


Central B.C. Lumbermen’s 
operative Association 


(Owned and Operaicd by Member Sawmills) 
LUMBER MANUFACTURERS 


Dealing In Western White Spruce For 
Domestic and Export Markets 


Inquiries Invited 


Burns Lake, B.C. 


WEST OF BURNS LAKE 
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HOUSTON HOTEL 


Fully Modern In Every Respect 
HOUSTON, British Columbia 
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*Credit Cards Honoured * 
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TELKWA, British Columbia 


LETTERS, 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 2 


your publication which carriedthe ar- 
ticle by Arthur Downs entitled ‘‘Saga 
of the Upper Fraser Sternwheelers. ’’ 

I have just seen this reference 
while looking through my back copies 
of Steamboat Bill, published by the 
SHSA and hope I’m not too late with my 
request. 


cack 9 ae 


io. Z Si ‘id 
TELKWA HOTEL 
C. P. BUSSINGER, Prop. 

TELKWA ‘THE BEAUTY SPOT OF THE NORTH 


T. F. & M. MILLS LTD, 


Manufacturers of Western White Spruce 
and Pine - Rough & Dressed 
TELKWA, B. C. “- 
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TELKWA MOTORS 
Complete Garage Service 


AUSTIN & STUDEBAKER CARS - INTERNATIONAL 
HARVESTER TRUCKS & EQUIPMENT 


“errr errrrrrrer 
~ es seek a 


BULKLEY HOTEL 


*‘JUST ANOTHER GOOD HOTEL”’ 


NORTHERN INTERIOR 


FOREST PRODUCTS LIMITED All that remains of the Upper Fraser 


River sternwheeler‘’‘Enterprise’’!She 


Lumber Manufacturers was built at Soda Creek and on her last 


Dealing In; SPRUCE. HEMLOCK, CEDAR & PINE destined for 


voyage loaded with flour 
the miners of the Omineca region.She 


SMITHERS. 5.0. made it up the Nechako and Stuart riv- 


R.W. CALDERWOOD AGENCIES — [INSURANCE | 


ts: ca REAL ESTATE| 
4] Anything from $1,000 to $20,000 ‘ 
in al Sale ng Vv ps & ia layestments AUC] IONEER} 


SMITHERS BRITISH COLUMBIA : 


My particular interest is an att- 
empt to delineate the history of boats 
which reached furtherest up the rivers 
of North America.My understanding is 
that some of the Fraser boats made 
almost unbelievable voyages up into 
the headwaters lakes and streams and 
hope this article will provide new mat- 
erial for my records. 

I’ll be grateful for a copy. 


Francis C. Pray. 
University of Pittsburgh 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


ers, across Staurt Lake and(unbeliev- 
ably) up the Tatchie River ( see oppo- 
site page) and into Trembleur Lake , 
where she was beached and later set 
fire to by the Indians,who wanted the 
nails. This trip is believed to be an 
all-time record for northern travel 
by a sternwheeler of the Fraser 


LEACH ~ BROTHERS 


( HERB - BILL - ARCHIE ) 
The Leading Food Merchants of 
SMITHERS, B.C. 


MADE FIRST TRIP RIDING‘ OUTSIDE’ 
DIGEST FULL OF INTEREST 


Ihave just received and read with 
much interest your October number 
and asI see my subscription is falling 
due soon, I enclose same. Life in Cari- 
boo 40 Years Ago by Guy Lawrence 
interested me most because I knew it 
all, and still remember many of the 
people. Especially I remember my 
first trip from Ashcroft at 5 o’clock 
in the morning, outside, but I forget 
the driver. Later I went by various 
methods and finishedinmy car. I have 
not been for years now. 

The article, ‘‘Are B.C.’s Moose 
Being Wasted?’’ by Arthur Downs is 
very good. In fact all the number is 
full of interest. 
Fred G. Fowkes. Victoria,B.C. 
PAGING KUMHILLA DREDGING CO. 
EXECUTIVE 


Ienjoy reading your paper and like 
tokeep posted on what is going on out 
there. 

Ihave acquired a large placer lease 
on the Fraser River and I was very 
much interested in the frontice piece 
of your August Issue showing a photo- 
graph of the dragline dredge operation 
of the Kumhila Dredging Co. (Amer- 
ican). 

The area picturedis quite similar 

‘tothe area whichI have acquired and I 
would like to cominunicate with the 
President of the Kumhila Dredging Co. 
but Ifindno reference in the paper as 
to their home office address and I 
wonder if you could furnish me with 
their address and the name of their 
chief executive? 


John Taylor Wilson. Calgary,Alta 


We are unable to supply the inform- 
ation requested - but perhaps some’ 
of-our readers can. -Ed 


The Tatchie River connecting Stuart and Trembleur lakes. 


CALIFORNIAN RECALLS EARLY 
DAYS ON YUKON TELEGRAPH 
LINE 


Would you be kind enough to send 
back copies of the Digest -starting 
from July,as I would like to send them 
to my brother in Long Beach Calif. 
I’ve missed them at the news-stands 
as they sell so quickly. Enclosed is 
a paragraph of how he appreciates 
them. 


‘‘The two magazines you sent arr- 
ived the day before yesterday. Sureen- 
joy the Northwest Digest as all the 
topics in it are so familiar. At least 
the places the articles are about are 
familiar. The clipping about the first 
Yukon Telegraph lineman to repair a 
break | was very interesting although 
during the next sixteen years I spent 
along the line Inever heard of him and 
Iam sure I would remember the name 
of Gillespie if I had ever heard it 
mentioned. Of course there were line- 
men employed all over the Dominion 
of Canada in the Government. It was 
only a part of the system, and it was 


PLEASE TURN PAGE 
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SKOGLUND LOGGING 
LIMITED 
Road-Building & Logging Contractor 


TD = 24's & TD =- 18's 


LITTLE HAUGLAND 
& KERR LTD. 
LUMBER MANUFACTURERS 
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Poles, Piling. Ties, Boomsticks, Shingles 
| Western Hemlock. Red Cedar, Cottonwood; 


| Sitka Spruce Our Specialty 
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TERRACE MOTORS LTD. 
Complete Automotive Service 


DODGE—DESOTO CARS—DODGE TRUCKS 
Your Official AAA Garage in 


Showing every weekday night at 8 p.m. 


Saturday Matinee at 2 p.m. 


Drama, Musicals, Comedies 


TERRACE, B.C. 


Westerns, 


FRESH 
AND 
SMOKED FISH 
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PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 


WATTS & NICKERSON 


FOR Men's Fine Clothing 


and Furnishing 


We 


Northwest Construction Ltd. 
GENERAL CONTRACTORS 
“A Northern Company, For Northern Jobs‘ 


Specializing in Commercial & Industrial Jobs 
from Pr. Rupert to Pr. George to Clinton 
PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 


Prince Rupert Hotel 


100 ROOMS FULLY MODERN 
Headquarters For Commercial Men 
and Tourists 
Dining Room Fully Licensed 


Agnes A. Rochester S. R. Donaldson 
Proprietress 
PRINCE RUPERT 


Manager 
Dan‘s Service Station 


— J. D. Lippett — 


al 


“'Morris’’ Sales and Service 
Gas, 


Tires, Oil, 


Lubrication, 


North Star Bottling Works 


- Bottlers of High Class Beverages - 


Phone 132 - Box 1520 
PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 


the only section I was familiar’ with 
with. There were some realoldtimers 
onittoo. For instance Tommy Hankin 
who startedto work on it as a boy out 
of Hazelton in 1898 onthe construction 
onit. Ittooktwo yearsto complete and 
was finished in 1900 to serve the Klon- 
dike and Dawson area but the gold 
stampede was over then and the line 
never paid from its completion. Hankin 
used to tell many tales of the early 
years onthe line but I am sure he ne- 
ver mentioned the name Gillespie. 
There is no doubt Gillespie was trans- 
ferred to some other section at that 
time so we would hear very little about 
him in later years. At least on that 
section of the line from Hazelton to 
Dawson that was known as the Yukon 
Telegraph Line. The article is inter- 
esting though andI am glad to have it. 
And thanks so much too, for the North- 
west magazines. ’”’ 


Mrs.E.Chardon. Prince GeorgeB.C. 


LEARNS A LOT THROUGH “‘DIGEST” 


Iam enclosing $2. 50 for renewal 
of the Digest as I do not want to miss 
a copy. Although I have lived in B.C. 
for 32 years I have seen little of it, 
however I have learned a lot about the 
province through the Northwest Digest. 

I have the General Store and Post 
Office at Progress,Mile 20 from Daw- 
sonCreek on the Hart Highway. 

In your issue of July and August 
19521 saw a picture taken of the Hart 
Highway and recognized it at once. 
It was taken from one mile east of 
Progress. I took a shot with my own 


HEPPNER MOTORS 


Hudson - Hillman - Land-Rover - Sunbeam Talbot 
Humber-Hawk Cars - Commer Trucks 


SALES 


and SERVICE 


PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 
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Hazelton, was head of navigation for 
Skeena sterwheelers and the jump- 
ing off place for the Yukon and way 
points. 


camera and am enclosing one with 
this letter. 

I am hoping to get down your way 
next summer for atwo weeks holiday. 
Bruce Groner. Progress, B.C. 


PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 
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MOTOR PRODUCTS LTD. 


Dealers in all General Motors Products 
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OLDSMOBILE BUICK 


G.M.c, TRUCKS PONTIAG 


PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 


SUPERIOR AUTO SERVICE LTD. 
Dealers in STUDEBAKER andi/AUSTIN Cars and Trucks 
International Ha rveste r Dea lers 


There is so much bad in the best of us, 
And so much good inthe worst of us, 
That it hardly behooves any of us, 
To speak ill of the rest of us. 

— 


The ideal husband exists only in the 
imagination of a woman who never 
had one..... 


PRINCE RUPERT, B.C 


THOMAS MeMEBKIY 
& SONS Ltd 


P.O, BOX 338 a - “a PHONES 4% -44 
WHOLESALE 


Gre ceries, Fruits, Vegetables, Candy, Tobac co 
Agent: FIVE ROSES FLOUR, 
"THE WORLD'S BEST”’ 


THE HORSE-AND-BUGGY ERA...... 


= 
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Men's, Boys’ and Girls’ Shoes 
X-RAY FITTING 
Ladtes’ Shoes and Slippers 
PHANTOM Hosiery 
DORABIET Luggage & Handbags 
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BOB PARKER LIMITED 


‘THE HOME of FRIENDLY SERVICE’ 
Ford & Monarch Dealers 
Chevron Gasoline 
Serving you at: 


Prince Rupert and Terrace, B.€. 


we REX CAFE 


¥ 
£2, We Serre Special Chinese Dishes 


TPA “HOME MADE PASTRY™ 
a PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 


PARAMOUNT “9 °?.°° 
CAFE 


PORT EDWARD, B.C.{. 


THE AUTOMOBILE ERROR...... 


Northern Distributors 


Distributors: Vancouver Sun, Magazines, Palm Ice Cream, ‘‘Hires’’, Orange 
Crush Syrup, Fountain Supplies — For Prince Rupert, Northern Coast, 
Queen Charlotte Islands, Terrace, Kitimat and Kemano Bay 
WHOLESALE CONFECTIONERY 
Located at BUS TERMINAL - PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. Write Box 324 


~~ CITY TRANSFER 


GENERAL CARTAGE & STORAGE 
LOCAL & LONG DISTANCE FURNITURE MOVING 


Member ATA PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 


LINDSAY CARTAGE & STORAGE LIMITED 


Agents for: CANADIAN LIQUID AIR Oxygen and Acetylene Supplies 
é and Accessories eS 
Furniture & Piano Mov:ng — Pool Car D‘stributors a 
Sem Complete Service _ Packing, Crating and Si 
ey , 


Prince Rupert, B.C. 
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THERE’S A LONG, LONG TRAIL 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 7 


rocky mountain streams. There would 
be few man-made trails, mainly only 
those of wild game. Sometimes there 
would be no trail at all. Once we left 
civilization, we would see few human 
beings. 

eee you game, Marten?’’ asked 


I nodded, still rocking. I had spent 
most of my life in the saddle, following 
Fred. He, like the wind, had moved 
back and forth over the full length of 
the province, resting only to try a dif- 
ferent mode of living. 

We had fished for. salmon in the 
mouth of the Fraser River, far to the 
south, and trapped for furs on the Con- 
roy River, in the distant north. And 
it was there where I had earned my odd 
nickname by catching more marten in 
one week than Fred had, in the whole 
season. 

So, to move on now, seemed inevi- 


DAWSON CREEK, B.C. 


GOWERS 
DRUGS 


CAMERAS - FILMS - COSMETICS 
Yardley - DuBarry - Helena Rubenstein 
Kodacolor Post Cards 
Complete Drug Service 


DAWSON CREEK, BRITISH COLUMBIA 


table. 

We decided to leave the Peace 
River in the spring, taking only what 
we needed on the back of a string of 
packhorses, and head for the Ground- 
hog country to the west. 

Preparations telescoped time and 
events into a swiftly moving stream. 
We arranged to leave the upkeep and 
eventual sale of the farm in the hands 
of our nearest neighbor, in return for 
our household goods. We sold the car, 
cattle, and horses, keeping only our 
favorite saddle ponies. We bought a 
string of wild horses, never before 
touched by rope, with the intention of 
breaking them into pack ponies. 

The day they were driven into the 
corral, I joined the men at the gate. I 
looked at the nervous frightened beasts, 
with their tossing heads and flying 
heels, and tried to picture them, laden 
with packs, docilely picking their way 
down a mountain trail. I couldn’t. 

The men dragged sand bags into the 
corral, and left the snorting horses to 
become used to their smell and shape. 
The next day, one after the other, the 
horses were caught, snubbed securely, 
and packed with sandbags. The mom- 


Local & Long Distance Hauling - from 
Vancouver to Whitehorse & Way Points 


PHONE 295-1 BOX 1836 


ACE COMSTOCK 


"The Peace River Land Man" 
RICH PEACE RIVER BLOCK FARMS 
CITY and LAKESHORE PROPERTIES 


Dawson Creek, British Columbia 
Mile "O" on the Alaska Military 6 Hart Highways 


LOISELLE TRANSPORT LIMITED 


LIGHT AND HEAVY DUTY HAULING 


* REFRIGERATED UNITS 

* CONTRACT TRUCKING 

* TO ALL ALASKAN CENTRES 
* SINGLE AXEL UNITS 

* SEMI-~TRAILER UNITS 


CONNECTING CARRIERS: 
Edmonton: Dench of Canada 
Ltd, , Prince George, B.C.: 
(non-schedule) Can, Nat. Rlys. 
and Carson Truck Lines. 


Serving the Northwest from Edmonton, Alta. to Whitehorse Y.T. 


HEAD OFFICE: DAWSON CREEK, BCs 
P.O, Box 458 - Phone 400 


WHITEHORSE: P,O, Box 561 


3115 i 6 
EDMONTON:115th St, & 106th Phone: 3641 


Phone: 45093 


PAGE 38 


Posing for our pictures at the start of the 


trip. 


ent they were released, they bucked 
furiously, fighting to free themselves 
of their loads. And they succeeded, 
every one. 

Day ofter day, we repeated the pro- 
cess, until they became resigned to their 
burdens. But never completely. At the 
slightest pretext, they would break out 
again and madly buck until the bags 
flew off, or they tired themselves out. 

I had complete charge of the buying 
and packaging of the ‘‘chuck’’ list: 
beans, rice, dried fruit, raisins, etc.; 
two hundred pounds of sugar, five 
hundred of flour, fifteen pounds of 
table salt, fifty of coarse salt for the 
horses, ten of baking powder, tobacco, 
salt pork, bacon, butter, cooking uten- 
siles. wash tins, and two gold pans. 

The men packed the bedding, ropes, 
axes, horseshoes, and hammer and nails. 
All our clothes were regulated to what 
two horses could carry. And everything 
was packed in homemade buckskin bags 
to protect them from the weather. 

The lengthening spring evenings 
were spent in making, repairing, or 
checking the saddles, pack-saddles, or 
scabbards for the guns: the Mauser, the 
25.35, the Springfield, and my own 
trusty little .22. Jack carried his six- 
gun in true cowboy style. 

In one of my saddle-bags I placed 
my fishing outfit, in the other, my per- 
sonal woman things. Tied to the front 
of my saddle were other bags, for 
camera and films, and for small game 
which I expected to shoot on the trail. 

And deep in my clothes bag was 
buried, once again, my precious potato 
money, this time sewn tightly in a can- 
vas bag. 

At last, with the coming of June, 
we were ready. 


TO BE CONTINUED 


EDITORIAL - continued from page 1 


who beholds a beautiful sunset and is truly thrilled and moved by the beauty, 
we are impressed by our own capacity to appreciate. At Christmas, as at 
sunset, apart of the rapture comes from the feeling, ‘‘what a fine person I 
must be, to be moved by this beauty. ”’ 

But possibly - just possibly - the sunset glowinthe Christmas spiritis 
not the thing we need to task ourselves to spread out through the year. 
Possibly the best Christmas spirit, or for that matter the best Saturnalian 
spirit, is absolutely imbued in the non-seasonal Christian spirit, and our 
best response to it would be nearly that of the thoughtfuleighth grade 
student. He was prepared to link personal wonder with established history, 
and carry the miracle in his mind. 


‘were honorable; he rented a cabin 
from Jack and came to square up for 
the month. 

Seeing Jack getting an armfulof 
wood he stopped. 

SOMUILOS WACK, Levelelsieieiers ad 

Bingo. Mr.Squirrel was firmly 
attached to Dan’s nose and its claws 


ANOTHER REDSKIN 
BITES THE SAWDUST 


By J. SMITH 


Grizzlies with cubs, yes; bull moose 
in the running season, certainly; red 
squirrels, NO. 

These are the avowed sentiments 
of Jack Wilkinson and Dan Macewen 
of West Quesnel, B.C. It seems that 
Mrs. Wilkinson hadatame red squir- 
rel for some months. This pet would 
come into the house and accept food 


were really working on his cheeks. 
He too grabbed at the rodent and had 
nasty bites onthe hand and wrist. 

While Mrs. Wilkinson was applying 
iodine and band-aids, Jack was heard 
to mutter, ‘‘Even once is too ‘much. ”’ 

At the same time he reached up 
for a shot-gun and a little later it 


was evident that another redskin had 


from the family at table. A little while bitten the sawdust. 


later it disappeared. _ 

The other day Jack returned home 
for supper and was told by his wife )\ aN Vv, 
that she had seen a red squirrel in | if | | 
the woodshed. Jack had barely got his Ej — I: | ; | 

<2 


hel 
| ‘ 
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foot inthe place when he became aware 
of the New Age. 

A rocket, with atomic war-head 
had attached itself to the backof his 


—~ > 
D 


neck, his skull was being worked over : G 
with razor blades and he had the gen- : SS Aen 
eral feeling that something was trying = of ! sc 
to eat its way through his gullet. Man- y ma Re) a 


aging to seize the menace and throw 
it away, he found his hand ripped open. 
At last he got back to the house and 
said: ‘‘I don’t think that was a tame 
squirrel, my dear.’’ 

The next evening a neighbour, 
Dan Macewen called. His intentions 


ASPOL MOTORS LID. 


FORD & MONARCH CARS 
TRUCKS & TRACTORS 
* Largest Stock of Ford Paris 
in Northern B.C. fess. = S; 
* B-A Oil Products ee 3, 7 
* Complete Service 4 Modern Rest Rooms 
DAWSON CREEK 


BRITISH COLUMBIA ten 


‘*‘My husband’s den 


PO te MOLI seers 


CONDILL HOTELFULLY mopvern 


The leading hole! serving the northern sirweys 
Alaska Highway and the very large 
district of Fort St. John 


FULLY LICEKSED Sey LUNCH COUNTER 
FORT ST. JOHN. B iTisH COLUMBIA 


ay) oe A 
Bowes & Herron Ltd. 


General Motors Products 
Bear’ Wheel Aligning Equipment 


f 
| 


(Jack Moffatt, propr. ) 
LICENSED - CAFE IN CONNECTION 
HOT & COLD WATER - 22 ROOMS 


Moderate Rates 
FORT ST. JOHN - OIL CAPITOL OF B.C. 


Curiston & Hollywood 
PUBLIC ACCOUNTANTS 

INCOME TAX = 

FORT ST. JOHN, B.C. 


Fort St. John Lumber 


CO. LIMITED 


AUDITING 


Manufacturers G& Exporters of 


Western White Spruce 


For Dominion & Expart Markets 
DAWSON CREEK, B.C. 
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Windsor Hotel 


NEWLY CONSTUCTED AND OPERATED WITH, 
EVERY MODERN CONVENIENCE FOR YOUR 
COMFORT. 


54 ROOMS — 32 WITH BATH 


FULLY LICENSED — DINING ROOM — 
SAMPLE ROOM DAWSON CREEK, B.C 
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A 


BLUEBIRD CAFE 


Home Cooked Meals 
Specializing In Steaks 
& 5¢ COFFEE 
‘OPEN 24 HOURS A DAY 


Bissett’s Hardware 
COMPANY LIMITED 


ATLAS TIRES 
EVERYTHING IN HARDWARE 
HEADQUARTERS FOR SPORTING GOODS 
Geo Bissett, Mgr. - Tel. 33 - Dawson Creek, B.C. 


NEW PALACE HOTEL & CAFE 


Mile ‘Zero’s’ Smartest Restaurant @ 


Clean Comfortable Rooms 


Dawson Universal Sales 


PONTIAC BUICK CARS - G.mM.c. TRUCKS 
Parts; Sales 


and Service 


COCKSHUTT FARM MACHINERY 
—_—_———-Sales and Service 


NORTHERN 


“SERVING 


Dawson Creek A LAND 
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FREIGHTIWAYS 


LeMidel D © opportunity: 


Trucking Contractors 
Dawson Creek, B.C. 


HEATED . HEAVY 
and REFRIGERATED ; PRETCHT a5 HAULING 
VANS kek e5¢ a SPECIALISTS 
SCHFDULED SERVICE Between DAWSON CREEK and EDMONTON, / 
WHITEHORSE, PRINCE GEORGE and ALL WAY POINTS ® 
r ) Prince George Connecting With Lee's Transport on VANCOUVER Shipments Edmonton 


TWEEDSMUIR PARK 
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attach cables, hoist and dispose of sub- 
merged logs drifting toward the out- 
let. Alcan’s problem will be infinitely 
greater. 

Trees under water do not rot and 
it is proposed to use tugs to mine- 
Sweep the standing trees into the 
bays - which could be lovely!There 
is ample evidence that rooted trees 
cannot be mineswept. Tops will be 
broken off by ice action, leaving un- 
derwater snags, but there will be a 
plethora of debris to fill the bays. In 
time this passing material will sink 
to form a spiked groundwork rising 
ever higher permanently. And all a- 
round, for many decades. willbe stan- 
ding snags in ‘desert places. ’ 

Except for the old Highway, Alcan 
now owns the largely cleared lands of 
the dispossessed settlers verging the 
north shores of Ootsa Lake and ‘‘no 
trespass’’ signs are legitimate. The 
small remaining patches of green 
timber out on the waters where were 
the clearings, look like pretty little 
islands. The north shore, in large mea- 
sure,couldbe cleared, comparatively 
for a song. Across on the south shore 
of Ootsa, thereis solid timber with 
quantities of debris tangled in the tops. 

Sofar, apermit has been required 
to travel ‘Alcan’ sroad to Tahtsa. That 
is the small lake in the extreme north 
west corner of the Park where the huge 


Dawson Creek Co-operative 
Shipping Association 


SHIPPERS OF LIVESTOCK 
FOR THE PEACE RIVER BLOCK 


SHOP-RITE LTD. 


Ladies Wear Mens Wear — Boots Shoes 
GROCERIES 


DAWSON CREEK, 


Bi, Os 


Frontier Lumber Co. Ltd 
* Tes 


ime partis 


Yards Throughout the 


Peace River Block 


Se ee 


HAY RIVER 
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The lakes of Tweedsmuir Park have 
long been noted for their excellent 
fishing. There will be fewer photos 
taken such as the above, when the 
shorelines of the lakes become a 
maze of dead snags a floating debris 
and the sandy beaches, as shown 
the opposite page are gone.. 


on 


tunnel starts. For defense purposes, 

it would appear that Tahtsa will have 
toremainclosed.Imagine what two or 
three floating time bombs might do to 
the tunnel. Unlesscleared - Tahtsa is 
high and can be cleared later on - it 
will be unsafe for any hydroplanes, 
freind or foe, to land on either Ootsa 
or Whitesail,on account of windblown 
debris and semi-submerged logs. 

Alcan’s Forest Engineer stated 
‘‘only ten million feet board measure 
could be logged on an economic basis. ’’ 
The word ‘‘would’’ might have made 
a more accurate forecast for that is 
the approximate amount cut to date. 
Only Ootsa timber has been touched 
and there is considerable uncut still 
on that lake. The men who have been 
logging cut the trees to ground level 
in wide swaths from low water up to 
the 35 to 40 feet present rise. They 
could not control the winds. Debris 
flowed in and other difficulties dev- 
eloped. They had been working at a 
profit until latterly but the battle had 
become unequal and they are giving 
up. With shores cleared of standing 
trees, 100 million F. B. M. more could 
have been logged. That is, with wages 
and turnover, the value of timber,etc., 
the people of the province lose $25 
million. The aesthetic value of this 
lovely 3 1/2 millionacre park, a thou- 
sand square miles larger than Jasper 
Park, may exceed that figure, in fact, 
be inestimable. 

The various suggested costs of 
clearing the perimeters of these 
lakes, up to Alcan’s overall average 
cost of $500 an acre have been more 
or less basedon United States figures 


where roots, trees, branches and other 
debris are eliminated from the entire 
area, plus initial costs of new mach- 
inery taken into an ‘‘inaccessible’’ 
area. Alcan took in and brought out a 
100 ton machine to Thatsa and the area 
is easily accessible and depreciation 
machinery would be very little. Excep- 
ting for the higher levels here, all 
roots could be left in the ground and 
withno blocking standing shore trees, 
all debris could be mine-swept to the 
shore, and rolled up with cable and 
tractor. 

A new method lately developed by 
our Agricultural Department could 
very wellbe used here. They are sma- 
shing down and uprooting timber on 
lands that are largely similar to this 
at the lowcost of $4.00 an acre. Much 
of this material would stay down and 
whatever floated could be mineswept 
to clear shores and disposed of. Only 
the top 20feet would have to be stum- 
ped. There would be no shore barrier 
of standing trees and underwater 
snags. It would be a big job butsounds 
simple. If it cost six times as much 
the total cost would be less than $2 mil- 
lion. The water has still 100 feet to 
rise on Ootsa and Whitesail and will 
not attain its full height until 1957 and 
there is still time to do much. 

The claim was made that clearing 
the shores of Vancouver Island would 
be commensurate with that of Tweeds- 
muir Park. The Forest Department 
state that 80,000 acres will be flooded. 
It is less now that the waters have 
risen 40 feet. With its great indenta- 
tions and serrated shores similar 
clearance of Vancouver Island would 
amount to at least half amillion acres. 

Alcan’s Forest Engineer further 
stated that the timber in the park is 
of small diameter, short and of poor 
quality. It is much smaller than the 
coast timber to which he is accust- 
omed of course, but itis similar tothe 
timber between Smithers and McBride. 
We have been shipping 60 to 65 mil- 
lion feet annually from the Burns Lake 
district and the highest overall grade 
of lumber that has been shipped from 


this district was sawnfrom this Ootsa 
Lake timber in the last year. 

Insistence upon clearing these per - 
imeters may have given the area’s 
former attractions unfavorable puo- 
licity andthe ‘‘picture exaggerated’’. 
But, if the area is not cleared, what 
attraction will there be in a forest of 
dead snags and floating debris. 

Indignation, I believe,at a genera- 
tion that would allow the ruin of this 
great, lovely Park,without attempting 
to perpetuate it as a continuing asset, 
would increase as the years roll on. 

Suchis a statement of the problem 
as it appears to me, and I would urge 
the immediate and co-operative action 
that is required. 
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**I don’t see why you're asking for 


my daughter's hand - she's alwa 
holding it out for money.’’ sisal 


‘DAWSON IMPLEMENTS 


DAWSON CREEK, B.C 


Massey-Harris Farm Implements 
WASHING MACHINES 
Agents For 


HUDSON CARS 
REO TRUCKS 


“<> One maw 


Electrical Contractors-Refrigeration Repairs 
Electric Appliances & Service - Dawson Creek 


DAWSON CREEK, B.C, 


MeLevin Brothers 


MAGNETO, GENERATOR, CAR- 
BURETOR , FUEL PUMP & TUNE - 
UP SERVICE 


, C 
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LEACH'’S 


TIRE AND RADIATOR 
SERVICE 


GOODYEAR.TIRES — — WILLARD BATTERIES 
DAWSON CREEK, B. C. 


WYLLIS SALES & SERVICE 
"IMPERIAL" PRODUCTS - 


- Complete Car & Truck Repair Service - 


CAMERON GARAGE 


WALLY NEWMAN 


LAND CLEARING - 
BULLDOZING 
EXCAVATING 


SHOP AT 


wilson 4 


QUALITY GRCCERIES 
AT LOWEST PRICES 


[ >. 
WING'S © 
CAFE 


MOST MODERN 
CAFE 
IN 
DAWSON CREEK 


"A GOOD PLACE 
TO LEA 


msl 
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LYTTON, B.C. 


COPPER KETTLE CAFE ~ Home Cooked 
Meals ina rae Fireside Atmosphere 
Along The Old Cariboo Trail. 


CLINTON, B.C. = NORTH 


ROBERTSON BROTHERS — A Complete 
Line of Quality Merchandise, 


59 MILE HOUSE - Cabins - Lunches 
Imperial Oil Products 


100 MILE CAFE Open 24 Hours A Day 
100 Mile House - Cariboo Highway 


P.W, OGDEN - General Store, Post Of- 
fice, Dry Goods, Lac La Hache, 


OGDEN MOTORS - "Esso" Oil Products 
Complete Garage Service 


WILLIAMS LAKE =NORTH 


R.M,. BLAIR - Imperial Oil Products 
Agent: Massey Harris Farm 
Implements 


C.H, DODWELL & CO, - R. Beauchamp 
Real Estate - - General Insurance 


SODA CREEK GENERAL STORE — A 


complete line of quality merchandise, 


QUESNEL, B.C. 


UESNEL LAUNDRY & CLEANERS 

xpert Dry Cleaning & Laundering. 
Eyer Deliveries on out-of-town 
work, 


HILL MEAT MARKET — Specializing in 
T-Bone Steaks For Tourists, 
Lynn L, Hill, Quesnel & Wells,B.C. 


POLLY PACKER FLORIST 
Quesnel, B.C. 


P.1, SIEMENS - JEWELLER - Diamonds 
Watches, Silverware, 


WATT'S BAKERY — The Home of Fine 
Quality Cakes & Pastries, 
A.L. MILLS & CO, LTD. 
Real Estate General Insurance 


Farms, Homes, Business Opportunities 


Inquiries Invited 


PRINCE GEORGE, B.C. 


ANDERSON'S LUMBER YARD — Gen- 
eral Contractors, Lumber and Build- 
ing Supplies, Lime Plaster, 


WALTER FLYNN — Quality Groceries, 
South Fort George, B.C. 


G. B. WILLIAMS For 35 Years the 
Supply centre for Trappers, Hunters, 
Ranchers and Prospectors, 


HUGHES & RATLEDGE — Smart Clothes 
for Mother and Daughter, 


NORTHWEST PRODUCE — Quality 
Groceries, Fresh & Cured Meats, 


I, B, GUEST — Novelties, Photo Supplies, 
Cameras, Fishing Tackle, 


CANYON CREEK CAFE — Quick Meals : 


and Lunches, Soft Drinks, 


Wm, BEXON — Quality Groceries and 


Table Supplies. 


JOHN McINNIS 
A Complete Line of Builders' Supplies 


RALPH TELFORD PLANING MILLS 
ITD, 
Manutacturers of 
SPP.UCE - PINE - FIR 
Prince “core, ritish Columbia, 
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CLASSIFIED 


SUPERIOR LAUNDRY & CLEANERS 


VANDERHOOF, B.C. 


WEST of VANDERHOOF 


BURNS LAKE, B.C. | 


THE PRINCESS SHOPPE — For Gifts — 
RCA Victor, Columbia, Decca & 
Scandinavian Records, 


WALL'S TAXI 
3 Cars - Courteous Drivers 
Tel, Day 48 Night 76 
Charter Trips Anywhere 


Commercial and Millwork Given 
Special Attention 
—- Prompt Deliveries — 


—— a a 
BOWMAN'S LUMBER YARD — Every- 
thing For The Builder," 


HAWKERS MEAT MARKET 
Wholesale & Retail 


HOSKINS GARAGE — Ford Sales & 
Service - AA Emergency Service - 
Completely equipped to service all 


ERNIE'S GARAGE cars and trucks. 


*New Garage, *Modern Equipment, Rest 
Rooms, Tourist Information. 


FORT ST. JAMES, B.C. 


FRASER'S STORE (Bruce Russel) 
General Merchandise —— Agents: 
Shell Oil Co, Ltd, 


LEACH BROTHERS — (Herb, Bill, Archie) 
Groceries — Fresh Fruit. 


HAZELTON, B.C. 


ART'S GARAGE 
Complete Repair Service — Welding 


HAZELTON HOTEL — Clean & Com- 
fortable, Hot and Cold Water. 


GRANDVIEW HOTEL - Modern, Com- 
Reasonable. | SOUTH HAZELTON. 


TERRACE, B.C. 


L.R. DICKINSON — Outfitting Head- 
gpactess for Miners, Prospectors and 
ettlers. 


CARNELL'S CAFE & BAKERY 
"The Home of Good Food"! 


CORKY'S SERVICE — Home Gas & Oil- 
- General Repairs - Welding- 
Fully Licensed 


P, T, JACOBSEN — A Complete Line of Headquarters For Commercial Travellers 
Quality Merchandise, ndako, B.C, And Sportsmen When In 
| TERRACE,B.C. 


TERRACE HOTEL 


THE HOME GRILL — (M., Hauser)— 
"The Best Steaks In The North" 


— NEW OMINECA & TWEEDSMUIR — 
tenis Soft Drinks, Confectionery, Tobacco, 


et Lunches, Full Course Meals 
Good Food — Quick Service. 


TERRACE DRUGS — (B,.R. Dodds) — 
"Everything In Drugs" 
TWEEDSMUIR HOTEL — (Completed in 
1950) "Ultra Modern Rooms With Bath, " 
Make Reservations Well in Advance, 


INTER-VALLEY LUMBER & SUPPLY CO, 
Cedar Poles, Posts & Piling 
Hemlock Piling 
Lumber Manufacturers 
- BECK HARDWARE CO,, LTD, - 
AComplete Line of Hardware for Farm & 
Home. Hunter's & Fishermen's Supplies, 


HOUSTON, B.C., 


HOUSTON CASH & CARRY 
A Complete Line of Quality Groceries, 
Grvacom, Flour & Feeds, Footwear, 


TELKWA, B.C. 


BULKLEY VALLEY CREAMERY 
Makers of the Famous 
"BULKLEY VALLEY" Brand of Butter 


F,W. A, MAPLETON — Novelties & Gifts 
— Patent Medicines, Sporting Goods — 
— Fishing Tac 


BULKLEY VALLEY CO-OPERATIVE 
ASS'N — Central Selling Agency For 
The Bulkley Valley, 


PHILLIPS & SHEPPERD — General 
Merchants (Formerly R,S, Sargent) 


SMITHERS, B.C. 


EBY'S HARDWARE — Shelf & Heavy 
Hardware - 5 to 25 Cent Department - 
— Dry Goods 


e-—_— 


HOTEL HUDSON 


Fully Modern - Fully Licensed 


BOVILL MOTORS — Chrysler Plymouth 
ding & Genera 


_ Motors Dealers — 
Chevrolet Specialists 


A GUIDE TO RELIABLE MERCHANTS IN 
TOWNS OF THE CARIBOO, CENTRAL 
B.C., PEACE RIVER & YUKON 


PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 


x rae ia Sahiy fof 
portin, oods Headquarters 
Fishing Information 


DAWSON CREEK, B.C. 


NORTHERN B.C, AGENCIES 
Peace River Farm Lands & Businesses 


For Hardy Fruit Trees & Shrubs - Write 


ALASKA HIGHWAY NURSERIES 
H. Giles Box 538 


FORT ST. JOHN, B.C. 


CURISTON & HOLLYWOOD 
Public Accountants - - Auditing 
- Income Tax Specialists- 


FORT ST. JOHN FURNITURE CO, 
Floor Coverings, Furniture, Baggage 


SPICER'S BAKERY - "Sweet Krust" 
Bread - Quality Cakes & Pastries 


ROSS SMITH - General Hauling In The 
Peace River District - North Pine, B.C, 


WHITEHORSE, Y.T. 


WISE AGENCIES LTD, 
A Complete Insurance Service 
Drawer 370 Whitehorse, Y.T. 


BURNS & COMPANY LTD, 
-- Wholesale & Retail -- 
Fresh, Cured & Canned Meats 
Box 46 Tel. 2311 
WHITEHORSE, YUKON 


OKANAGAN 


- COTTAGE CAFE 
Home Cooked Meals - Falkland, B.C, 


SUBSCRIPTION RATES- $2:50 per year 
$3:00 per year in U.S. 


in Canada 


THE NORTH AND THAT HOUSE 
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arrangements to leave. By telephone, 
we found that the snow plow was on its 
way but that it had broken down about 
seven miles away. After the plow there 
would be a tractor on which Dad could 
ride to the outside world. This wasn’t 
definite enough for Dad, so he started 
to walk. As we had no choice we had to 
walk too. 

So we broke trail the seven miles, Pat 
in the lead, then I and Dad bringing up 
the rear. It took us six hours to cover 
the seven miles and by that time I was 
exhausted. Dad seemed to be enjoying 
himself immensely and when we reached 
the ploughed road, he was like a boy full 
of exuberance that we had made the 
trip. We flagged a passing car and con- 
tinued on the rest of our trip without 


Alaska Highway 


Blueberry Lodge 
ROOMS or CABINS 
GAS, OIL, TIRES & TIRE REPAIRS 
Cafe and Lunch Room 
Alaska 


Excellent Hunting ‘ 
OPEN ALL YEAR Highway 


Beatten Riuer Lodge 


ROOMS — CABINS — SHOWERS 
CAFE and STORE 
GAS - OIL - TIRES & TIRE REPAIRS 


Mile 147 Alaska Highway 


Summit Hotel & Cafe 
FIRST CLASS ACCOMMODATION 
COMPLETE GARAGE SERVICE 


WELDING & LATHE WOPK 
MILE 392 ALASKA HIGHWAY 


al 
SWIFT RIVER LODGE 
Clyde Wann’'s Service Stn. No 2 
GENERAL STORE 
Rooms - Meals - Gas - Oil 
TIRES & TIRE SERVICE TRAILER SPACE 
MILE 733 ALASKA HIGHWAY 


Mile 101 


TAYLOR & DRURY Ltd. 


GENERAL MERCHANTS 
Full Line of Groceries, Drygoods 
and Hardware 
Indian Leather Work - Souvenirs 


ESIGN Ye - MILE 804 


McCrae Inn 
Rooms — Cafe — _ Tavern 

& Oil 

On the Main Highway 


Gas 
Reasonable Rates - 


Mile 910 - Alaska Highway 


There was wonderful skiing country in the vicinity of the mine. 


anything out of the ordinary happening. 

On our return trip, Pat and I made 
connections poorly; we found our- 
selves walking the same seven miles up 
hill. I was all fr having a nap on the 
convenient snow banks, but Pat kept 
prodding me on until we reached camp. 
I, climbed into bed and spent a whole 
twenty four hours resting up from the 
ordeal. 

Pat decided we needed skiis and ski 
poles as we were in perfect ski country. 
I couldn’t ski but Pat said it wouldn’t 
take long before I’d be flying down the 
hills like an expert. When the skiis 
arrived, after waxing them we donned 
our new ski clothes and started off to 
do a little cross country skiing. Some- 
how I connected with the snow face first 
and after wrestling around for a while 
managed to get up. The position those 
skiis slid into and the way they bent 
your ankles and legs was most amazing. 
When I reach the point, where I was 
sure something was going to crack, Pat 
would usually come to the rescue. After 
plowing headfirst into quite a number 
of snowbanks, I learned to more or less 
ski in an upright position. 

One day a newcomer to camp came 
over to the popular ski hill. I thonght 
she was most fascinating. She had a 
pack sack on her back that contained 
a pair of snowshoes, and a book on 
skiing in her hand and was wearing a 
pair of skiis on her feet. She’d read a 
chapter and then start off to follow the 
instructions. Everytime she became 
stuck, she’d unloosen her skiis, put on 
her snowshoes, dig her skiis out, pack 
them up the hill, read her book and start 
all over again. I was really impressed 
and wondered why I hadn’t figured out 
anything so brainy. Pat said for once 
he was glad my brains were dormant. 

In spite of many falls I began to really 
enjoy skiing. The longer I stayed on my 
feet the greater the enjoyment. Pat 
began to take me out on long runs. It 


was perfect ski country, with twenty 
feet of packed snow and few trees. 
During our cold spell which lasted 
more or less for three weeks, we were 
confined to the house. There was a cold 
north wind along with the zero weather. 
One of our friends advised us to keep 


WHITEHORSE, YUKON 


Northern Commercial 


GARAGE 
FORD AND MONARCH DEALERS 
WILLARD BATTERIES - DOMINION ROYAL TIRES 


Yukon Distributors: 'CATERPILLAR" Tractors 
‘““ A Complete Garage Service”’ 


Burns €& Company 


Wholesale & Retail 


FRESH - CURED 
& CANNED MEATS 
WHITEHORSE, YUKON TERRITORY 


ST, ALBERT 


SMITH & ADY ( siiers 


SCHEDULED TRUCKING SERVICE 
FROM EDMONTON TO ANCHORAGE 
THROUGH FREIGHT SERVICE 


“Pastest Truck Line In The North” 


MAC’S Newstand 


% MAGAZINES %& CRNDY al 
%& NOVELTIES ye CIGARETTES 
yy SMOKERS SUPPLIES 


OPEN FROM 12 NOON TILL |2 MIDNIGHT 


bemtencne nd 


YUKON JEWELLERY 
& NOVELTY SHOP 
R. G. LEE 
KLONDIKE GOLD NUGGETS 
and JEWELLERY 
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our water running, then to attach a hose 
to the tap and we wouldn’t be bothered 
by running water during the night. We 
were glad to accept advice from anyone. 

The next morning as Pat jumped out 
of bed to light the fire, he slid and skid- 
ded around, then broke through ice up 
to his ankles. Somehow the hose had 
dripped onto the floor and the floor was 
sea worthy. Well Pat swore a few times, 
then he picked up a shovel and shovel- 
led the ice and water out of the door. 
I didn’t laugh but I certainly felt like it. 


WHITEHORSE, YT. 


Yuhou Electrical 


Serving Whitehorse & Area 
FOR 51 YEARS 
With Dependable Electrical Power 


WHITEHORSE, Y.T. 


Chevrolet - Pontiac 
Oldsmobile & Buick EERAL 
SALES and SERVICE Maas 
Wrecker Service - Goodyear Tires 


avast 


a 
MAIN OFFICE 
419 COLMAN BLDG. 
SEATTLE 4, WASH. 


Our social life was more on the formal 
side. It was a good idea as it kept the 
women from getting bushed. We enter- 
tained at our first dinner party on New 
Year’s day. For the occasion I had in- 
vited another couple and their two 
children and two men from the bunk 
house. In order to cook the turkey, I 
had to put up with the stove belching 
soot all day. So as the hour approached 
the food was all cooked and the cook 
and the house had to have a layer of 
soot removed. Then I donned my velvet 
evening gown, although a pair of jeans 
would have been more to the point. 

Our guests arrived in a blizzard. The 
lady in the group came in her evening 
gown, outside of which she wore her 
ski pants. By the time our guests had 
removed their outer garments and foot- 
wear, there was hardly room for them. 
One of the little boys said to me, ‘‘If 
you ever have us to dinner again, I hope 
you don’t ask us while there is a 
blizzard.’’ 

We started dinner with a cocktail 
Pat had been working on all day. It 
was a queer mixture requiring brewed 
tea, lemon skins and juice and liquor. 
It was supposed to make everyone feel 
peppy, instead we all started to yawn. 
Pat carved the turkey in a most com- 


Whitehorse, Y. T.. 


RICHARDS MOTORS 


CHRYSLER - PLYMOUTH CALS & FARGO TRUCKS 


Dealers For The YUKON Territory 
COMPLETE GARAGE SERVICE 
CHRYCO PARTS 


WHITEHORSE - 


Heated 
Storage 


& ACCESSORIES 


- Gateway to the Yukon 


* 
TAYLOR & DRURY 
LIMITED 
Yukon’s Leading Merchants for over Fifty Years 


CALL AND SEE US 


WHITEHORSE INN CAFE 


Open 24 Hours a Day 


The WHITEHORSE INN 


FOR THE BEST IN ACCOMMODATION. SINGLE 
OR DOUBLE ROOMS WITH OR WITHOUT BATH 
OR SHOWER. 


INN TAVERN 


Open Daily Except Sunday. 


OPERATED LY 


WHITEHORSE HOTELS LTD. 
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petent manner. Afterwards, when we 
had struggled through the five courses 
(two would have been sufficient) the 
men left to put the children to sleep. We 
ladies attacked the dishes in our long 
gowns. After the food was all removed 
and the dishes done there was once more 
breathing room. The men returned and 
we completed the evening with cards. 

Early in January we had electricity 
installed in our cabin. No one ever app- 
reciated it more than I did. We could 
now use our electric radio, coffee pot, 
toaster, etc. But the best part of it all 
was that the leaky gas lamp had left my 
life. Life seemed to be smoothing out 
considerably. 

There were many bears around camp 
in the late spring. One evening when I 
was home alone, I heard a thumping 
outdoors. Thinking it was one of the 
dogs in camp at my garbage can I rushed 
out. There by the garbage can stood a 
huge bear. Was I surprised? The longer 
I looked the larger he grew. As soon as 
I could move, I shut the door, locked 
it and put two chairs against it. Then 
I climbed up by one of the windows, 
ready to go through if the need arose. 
I heard a great deal of thumping and 
thrashing going on outside. I thought 
if that bear is trying to come in here 
he’ll be sorry. Actually if he had come 
in I guess there wasn’t very much I 
could have done except go through the 
window. I sat up on the window sill for 
the next two hours until Pat came home. 
When he knocked, I yelled ‘‘Who’s 
there?’’ 

‘“Me,’’ he replied, ‘‘Who are you 
expecting?’’ 


Then I started moving my barricades 
and unlocked the door. I told Pat about 
my experience. On finding the garbage 
can at the bottom of the steps, Pat fig- 
ured the bear was as frightened as I was, 
which didn’t make me feel any braver. 
Pat figured there was nothing alarming 
about a black or brown bear. Now say 
if it had been a grizzly, then there would 
have been some excuse for all my fright. 
Well I decided I’d give bears a wide 
berth, because they all looked like 
grizzlies to me, and I hoped they’d give 
me a wide berth too. 


After our first year in camp we moved 
into a new apartment house. We had a 
deluxe three room apartment with a 
bath. It looked deluxe to me. Did I 
ever enjoy having three rooms to walk 
around? In my exuberance , I painted 
whales all over the bathroom, teapots 
in the kitchen, stencilled sailing ships 
in the living room, but somehow I could 
fnd nothing appropriate to paint on the 
bedroom walls. Afterwards, I was glad 
I had left one room plain. Our problems 
became normal ones, I guess the North 
felt we had been properly initiated. 


One of the many difficult loads moved by Docherty & Blair Ltd. was this 7-1/2 ton, 40 ft. pontoon, one 
of a pair, used in construction of a floating gold recovery pignts Trailers could not be used as the road to 
the mine was too narrow and crooked. A six-wheeler winch truck delivered the goods without mishap. 


DOCHERTY « BLAIR CONSTRUCTION CO. 


DIRT-MOVING CONTRACTORS and HEAVY HAULING SPECIALISTS 


Cedar Poles - For Power and Telephone Lines 
MOVING - HAULING - EXCAVATING - BULLDOZING - TRACK-LAYING 


Write For Estimates 


QUESNEL, BRITISH COLUMBIA 


Specializing In: 

ROAD and DAM Construction 
Heavy Hauling 

BOX 1896 -~ PRINCE GEORGE, B.C. 


P.G6.DRAWER 1640 QUESNEL , B.C. 


LUMBER MANUFACTURING, LOGGING, SAWMILLS & PLANING MILL 


—_— wd 


emi 


i VS | e = mw RS 
WHY Ly tars BULLDOZE 


> Earth-Rolling Blade. The “Caterpillar” Bulldozer’s moldboard is shaped 
to dig a full load quickly and roll it steadily—to produce top yardage. 


> Heavy Blade Reinforcement. The heavily-reinforced blade is welded into a 
rigid, one-piece unit. Box sections provide great strength—even to bull- 
doze rock with profit! 


> Clear Visibility. No projecting framework—no neck-craning to see what 
you're doing with a “Caterpillar” Bulldozer. 


> Blade Setting to Suit the Job. Blade of either straight or angling type 
dozer is easily adjusted to suit dozing purpose and condition! 


Type to Fit Your Need. Cable or hydraulic dozers—straight or angling— 
YP y g gling 
give you choice of type and size to fit your every need. 


> Dependable One-Source Service. Just call us and your parts and service 
problems on dozer and tractor are promptly solved! Ask for full informa- 
tion on a money-making “Caterpillar” Bulldozer to match your tractor! 
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FINNING TRACTOR & EQUIPMENT CO., LTD. 


“CATERPILLAR” B. C. DISTRIBUTORS 
940 STATION STREET, VANCOUVER 


Nelson Cranbrook Vernon 
Prince George Chilliwack Prince Rupert 


‘“CATERPILLAR’’ 


